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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Before we invite the critic to dinner^ let 
tis give him a bill of fare. If he is contented 
with the viands we propofe to bring forward, 
let him lit down and feed, and we alTure him 
he is welcome to our table. If he is dilpleafed 
with his diet, and likes not our plain but whole- 
fome repaft, he mull look farther for his meal, 
and here we take our leave of him, with a low 
bow., and, Sir^ your humble Servant, 

TJie Poems contained in the following Vo¬ 
lume, the Author has been advifed not to pub- 

A 2 liflj* 
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lifli. It** was feared they might detradl from the 
charadler he has already acquired by two former 
publications, ^l^he Village Curate and Adriano. 
But to this good advice he has been fo rafh as 
not to liftcn. The indulgence with which his 
former produftions were received, (indulgence 
he litile dreamed of, and can fcarv.cly yet per- 
fuadc himfelf was j^dlly du(\) has determined 
him not to withhold even thefe, 

Lt?t not the Reader therefore expccl a great de¬ 
gree of excellence in the volume here prefented 
to him. F Je will j:)robably finil much to pardon, 
and but little to commend. The firft poena is 
a Jtrn^hy the critic perhaps will fay a foolijh 
flory. The author will * not contradi(5V him, 
Panthca, the third, was a great part of ii writ¬ 
ten fome yiais ago. It was at ft; ft planned in a 
dramatic fhape, for which rcaftm it abounds very 
much in dialogue. If the reader finds it left 
3 amufing 
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amiifing than the reft, he mu ft: be informed that 
the excellence here aimed at, is of a different 
nature from that which was the objeefb of the 
former publications of this author.. His prin¬ 
cipal defign in this poem, is diferimination of 
character, together with fbme exprcllion of paf- 
fion, and, where it could be admitted, loftinefs 
of defeription. How far he has fucceeded in 
thefe points, he muff leave his reader to 
judge. 

The two other Poems are trifling, and, like 
their companions, no doubt abound in faults, 
though their Author is not able to point 
them out. ** A blcmifh in a child’s face,’^ 
faid a irrcar man ter his daughter, feemeth 
“ oft^ n to the fuJicr beautiful,” So is it with 
authors and their piodutSlions. Many imper¬ 
fections, which to the reader arc obvious, to the 
■\vriter were invifiblc. 

’uch 
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Sucli are the pieces which compole this vo¬ 
lume : And yet, fuch as they are, the author 
ftill flatters himfelf they may be endured, as 
well as thofe which he has already publifhed. 
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F. LMER AND OPHELIA. 


• Untrds animos aliena opprohria fapc ^ 

Ahfterrent 'uitiii, HoR. 
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LMER AND OPHELIA. 


IN the warm bofom of a-tufted vale, 

A little journey from a country town. 

Stood Elmer’s hoiife, a man of worth and wealth. 
Aged he was, and had an only niece. 

Her name Ophelia. She an orphan was, 

And her dead parents left her to the care 
Of gen’roiis Elmer. Well had he difcharg’d 
The guardian’s office, and the friendlefs child 
Lov’d as his own. He gave her all flie willi’d; 
He fent her to the ball, the play, the rout. 

The concert i well content to live alone 
While flie was happy with the gay and y'Sung. 
Ophelia’s friends were welcome to roof>V 


B 


Were 
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Were welcome to his board. He gave her books, 
He gave her mufic, and he fill’d her purfe. 

* But (he was not content. Her fickly mind 
Was ill at eal'e, though feated on the throne 
Or' aiHucnce and plenty. She could fee 
\noiher’s happinefs was thrice her own. 

And file had little reafon to rejoice, 

C'ut off from fweet fociety, and loft 
To all but Elmer. lie was old and grave. 

He little relilh’cl the gay mood of youth, 

And file as little relilh’d his. She figh’d 
From morn to noon, from noon to lateft night, 
from night to morn. The good man faw concern’d, 
But fought the reafon of her grief in vain. 

She pin’d and he was fad. • 


Mean-time the ball 

Ucturning i^^onthly drew her to the town. 

A ftran^er er, and fhe won his heart. 


He 
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He gain’d accefs, and led her to the dance* 

'* An officer he was, and Ihe was pleas’d 
ro win a hero. Many a flatt’ring Ipeech 
He made, and Tooth’d her too-attenrive ear. 
For he had heard of Elmer’s wealth and age, 
And knew Ophelia was an only niece. 

He too was poor. The gamefter’s rattling box 
And the dear pleafures of a tawdry mifs 
Had left him nothing. With a foldier’s care 
He plan’d the conqiicfl: of Ophelia’s heart 
And won it. With reluctance llie withdrew, 
To Elmer’s lonely houfe, difgiifted more 
At folitude and him. 


Next morn Ihe roTe, 

And Teated at the board ere Elmer came 
In thoughtful pofture lean’d. Her eager mind 
Retrac’d the pleafures of the ev’ning ball. 

She h^ard the voice of flattery and love, 

; She prefs’d the hand of her enamour’d youth. 

B 2 


Then 
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Then of her uncle’s lone abode (he thought. 

And what was here to pleafe ? an old gray man 
Who found no pleafure in the joys of youth, 

’A folitary walk, dry books, grave words. 

While mirth and tranfport fought the town alone. 
So loft in thought ftic wept, till unpcrceiv’d 
Her uncle came, and found her all in tears. 

Griev’d was his heart, and at her fide he fat 

« 

Intreating whence the caufe of fo much woe. 

^e wifli’d her happy, and his utmoft powV 
Should Jbe exerted to content her. She 
Abafti’d and difconcerted, not a word 
Deign’d in reply. So filently they fat. 

And drank their morning’s tea. 

The dock ftrikes ten, 

The hall re-echoes with a double rap. 

John enters to announce the gueft. Who comes 
An officer enquiring for Ophelia, 

The gentleman fhe danc’d with, and he hopes 
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She finds no inconvenience from the ball. 
Ophelia's heart reviv'd. Her countenance 
Was bright and cheerful as an autumn (ky. 
When after a long night of gloom and rain 
The fleecy clouds difpart, and the deaf fun 
Mounts to his noon rejoicing. With a ftnile 
She welcom'd her gay fpark, ftie (hook his hand 
And introduc'd him. Elmer was rejoic'd 
I’o fee the happy change his prefence wrought. 
And bade him welcome. One (hort hour he fat 
And heard Ophelia's never-ceafing tongue • 
Pour out its foft allurement. Mute was he. 
And all compliance with her fmart remark j 
Yet wanted not fwcet fmiles and oily words 
At intervals thrown in, to bind her heart 
Nothing fufpicious in flie chains of love. 

His artful aim experienc’d Elmer faw, 

Obferv'd Ophelia by his words and fmiles 
Led gaptive, and withdrew to think of means 
Might beft defeat his mifehievous intent. 
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^ Then was Ophelia's tongue without reftraint 
She told hiin all her hardlhips and her w'ants. 

He heard and pitied, figh'd, and from his eye 
•Wip’d an extorted tear. He took her hand 
And whifpcr’d all his wifti. Her heart was loft. 
With eag^'r tranfport flie embrac’d the terms 
Of fpeedy wedlock to a man unknown. 

That night Ihe offer’d to elope. But he 
Lov’d more her uncle’s fortune than his niece. 
And pray'd her to requell the good man’s leave. 
She fcarqe confents i and now, her lover gone. 
Sits down to meditate what form of words 
May beft unfold her purpofe. Elmer comes. 
He needs not information whom Ihe loves. 

Or who loves moft fincere. In her fad eye 
He reads the lover, in her words and looks. 

He faw the villain too in him (lie lov’d, 

And pitied-her whofe undileerning eye 
Might provcjithe fnaro of innocence and peace. 
He fat befide her and began difeourfe. 
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He queRion’cl her of matters not remote 
< From love and him Ihc lov’d, purpos’d to learn 
What llie would fain difclole. He afle’d how long 
Tlie brilliant ftranger had been known at town, 

And who he was, and whence. She nothing knew. 
‘ And yet,’ faid Elmer, * if my eye be juft, 

‘ He bears no fmall proportion of thy love.* 

^ Yes, faid Ophelia, flutter’d and abalh’d, 

^ He bears no fmall proportion of my love, 

‘ He bears it all. This moment as he went 

• 

^ He offer’d wedlock, and my heart obeyed. 

‘ Nothing is wanting but thy free confenc 
‘ To make us one.’ 

‘ Indeed!’ faid Elmer, ftruck 
With terror and aftoniftimcnc. * Indeed I 
' Has he fo far deceiv’d thee? My dear girl, 

‘ Retreat betimes, for thy incautious fopt 
* Stands on a dreadful precipice. One ftep 
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' May plunge thee in an ocean of diftrefe, 

• 

* And make thee wretched long as life endures. 

‘ I know the man. I knew his father. He 

• * (Divulge it not for fliame) was fin itfclf. 

* A man more wicked never trod the earth, 

^ Living on arts of treachery and guile, 

* And fpending afiluence obtain’d by fraud 
' In plotting ruin to thy thoughtlefs fex. 

‘ He practis’d on my fifter, and thy aunt, 

^ A worthy woman. He enfnar’d her heart. 

^ She left her father at the dead of night 
^ And fled with him. He promis’d wedlock too. 

‘ But all his purpofe was to draw her thence 
‘ Where fuccour was at hand 3 and his vile arts 
f Were too fuccefsful. To the north he flew 
^ Triumphant with his prey,, and left her there 
‘ Seduc’d and ruin’d. To her father’s houfe 
' She dar’d not come again for fhame. He fought 
‘ But found her not, for (he evaded fearch 

I 

■ By change of clothing, and a borrow’d name. 


' She 
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^ She pawn’d her watch, her jewels, and her clothes. ^ 
•i She beg’d from door to door, the live-long day 
^ Spending in hunger and the night in tears. 

Till wandVing H^refoot thro’ a market town, 

* In lilent forrow at a rich man’s door 

^ Claiming relief, an angry mob came round, 

‘ Seiz’d her half-fpent, and to the parllh bounds 
' Whip’d as a vagrant. With a breaking heart 

* Feeble and faint Ihe reach’d a neighb’ring barn, 

^ Pour’d out a Heady curfe (and not in vain, 

‘ For he was hang’d for murder) upon him 
^ The author of her grief, fell dpwn, and died; 

* And unlamented at the parilh coft 

' Was poorly buried. And llialt thou, my child, 

« 

^ For fuch I deem thee, ■ and thy tender heart 
‘ Knows my affedion, and'has ever found me 

‘ Kind as a father-(halt thou wed a man 

' The fon of him who murder’d thy poor aunt ? 

* O no, forbid it FIcaven. 


3 


* Forbid 
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* Forbid it Heaven,' 
Ophelia cried, * if in the fon be found 

* The parent’s vices. But the haplefs child 

* May fomctimes merit tho’ the pji'ent fin. 

' My dcarcfl: uncle, muft the fon be bafe 

' Becaule the father was ? May he not rather 
^ Doubly deferve by being juft and good ? 

‘ I cannot think the man is to be fhiin’d 
^ If this be all his trefpafs. In his foul 

* I trace a thoufand virtues, and my heart 
‘ Is his for ever.* 


^ Paufe a moment, child,’ 

Said Elmer. ‘ Eovc is blind. Unfafe it were 
^ To truft t!iy judgment here, not knowing aught 
‘ Of men and manners and of him thou lov’ft. 

* Tis ev’rv man’s defjre to hide his faults, 

* And feem to have the virtues he has nor. 

‘ So he who travels, with a fine difguife 

‘ Covers his imperfeftions, and aflumes 


The 
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The known appearance of the man of worth, 
but the keeneft eye, which long has read 
\ The artful ways of man, can fpy the wolf 
Thus pafling for flie lamb. I dare be bold 
^ To tell Ophelia that the man llie loves, 

^ Spite of his feeming tendernefs and care, 

‘ Efleems her not. I watch’d his cool deceit 
^ Working in ambufh. His alluring fmile, 

' His honey’d words, his unembarrals’d air, 

‘ Were all too little to difguife his heart. 

‘ And there I faw him, as he furely is, 

' Black as his Father.’ 


‘ But we judge amifs 

■ 

Ophelia cried, ^ if thus dear lir, we blame 

‘ Without exception him whofe outward form 

‘ Seems to betray deceit. For oft we mark 

* 

* That unambitious virtue loves to dwell * 

‘ Where none expedts her. He, whofe vicious look 
Seems to foretcl an undeferving heart, 

‘ Is 
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* Is found, by near examination tried, 

‘ Great in all goodncfs, 

‘ Yes,* faid Elmer, ‘ hid 

* Under the covert of a vicious look 

* Moil exemplary virtue fometimes dwells — 

' But oft’ner vice. And it were fafer far 

* To queftion goodnefs where we fee it not, 

^ Than think a vicious look may always hide 
^ Virtue and truth. But here no queftion need:. 
' The man we fpeak of has Ihewn ample proof, 

* And could my eye no treachery perceive, 

* I knew enough of his ill-boding youth 

* To Ihut my doors againft him. Never, child, 
^ O never, never let thy heart be ioff 

* I'o one fo ill-deferving. 

'Yet, good fir, 

* If one fo ill deferving wm my heart, 

' And give me fuch affurance of his truth, 


* Such 
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‘ Such hope of reformation, as contents 
My warmeft wifh, 'twere fure no fin to wed. 

Who knows not worthlefs rakes have often prov'd 

* The beft of hufbands and the beft: of men. 

* Give me the man I love. 1 afle no more. 
Repentance fiiall not follow. And if grief 

' Should Ipoil the pleafures of my after years, 

Tis not thy fault but mine. 

‘ My dearelt girl, 

' Be not perverfe and rafli. Incline thine ear 
‘ To wife experience. If the rake has proved, 

‘ In fomc rare infliance diligently mark'd, 

■ The beft of hulbands and the beft of men, 

1 

^ 'Twas fuch convei fion as the oldeft eye 
' Shall hardly fee again. 'Tis not in art 
^ To make the raven white, fo conquer vice 

■ Rooted by habit, to compel the man 

* Fo quit his old propenfities, and tread 

% 

■ The path of infancy again. The plant 

‘ Yields 
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• Yields to the finger, but the tree once form’d . 

‘ Defies the giant’s arm. Thy feeble hand, 

^ With all the charms of mighty love to boot, 

* Shall Iboner bend the cverlafting oak, 

* Shall fooner flay the fiery Danube’s flood, 

* Shall fooner lift old Ocean from his feat, 

‘ 'rhan turn the villain from the ways of vice. 

^ I grant in Woman there is wondrous power, 

‘ Not the fine tones of Mufic’s felf have more, 

‘ Tho’ fabled to have drawn unwilling tears 
‘ From Kell’s hard-hearted monarch, to have hung 

j 

' Smiles of content upon the tortur’d brow, 

* And fill’d the regions of the refllefs damn’d 

‘ With ravifhment and peace. ^ But not that powV, 

‘ Nor all the pow’r of man fliall there prevail 
Where God’s commandnient has been heard in vain.’ 


‘ With humble def’rence to your better fkill,’ 
Ophelia faid prefuming, * not a vice ^ 


‘ Reigns in the bofom of the man I love.’ 


^ How : 


1 
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' How ! not a vice V faid Elmer. ‘ I have faid 
I know him to be vicious. Not a rogue 
Dies on the gallows who fo well deferves 
‘ Shame and difgrace. By knavery and fraud 
‘ He lives, fucking advantage from the boy 
^ Who inexperienced falls into his fnare, 

' A furer vidlim than the captive fly 
f To the full bloated fpider. 

' No, he’s good, 

' He’s juft and honeft, you miftake the man. 

^ What,’ faid the uncle, ‘ does thy tongue deny 
^ What I affirm unqueftionable truth 
^ From conftant obfervation ? Hear me tlicn. 

^ The hour that fees thee’wedded to that man 
‘ Shall cut thee off from twenty thoufand pounds, 

* This houfe, and this eftate. I’ll fooner die 
And leave them to a beggar than to thcc. 


a 
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Then 
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* Then leave them to a beggar/ faid Ophelia-. 

' Give me my own, the little opulence 

* My father left, too gen'rous to be rich, 

‘ And give thy acres to a gipfy’s brat. 

* Let fbmc unheard-of heir poflefs thy Iioulc, 

^ Thy fortune. I Ihall be content, tho* Heav'n 
^ AiTign me to the cottage or the barn, 

' If he I love be with me.’ 

' HtadHrong girl,' 

Said Elmer m a ra,7C. ' Is this the end 

Lj 

* Of all my kindnefs, tendemefs and love ? 

* O! I repent. I heartily repent. 

* I would it could be all undone. Perverfc, 

* Rude, ignorant, ungrateful, thoughtlefs girl. 

* Was it for this I took thee to my roof, 

* Fed thee and cloth’d thee with a parent’s care^ 

‘ Prevented ev’iy want and ev’ry willi, 

‘ Made thee my daughter, and efteem’d thee more- 

* More than a father ? bafe, O bafe return. 


' This 
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^ This moment down, and humbly on thy knees 
I Crave my forgivends, or thy lot is call 
' Never again beneath this roof to fleep 
^ Hence-forward and for ever/ 

' Never again,*’ , 

Said infolent Ophelia, ^ do thefe eyes 
' Wifli to be clos’d beneath this hated roof. 

^ Pay me my fortune, and within the hour 
' I leave your houfe and you/ 

Old Elmer’s heart 

Had almoft burll with anger. In great wrath 
He rais’d his hand, but reafon check’d his arm 
And he forbore to ftrike. No more he laid. 

But hailing to his defk, with bills and draughts 
Paid all her fortune to the utmoft doit; 

A little fortune, a few hundred pounds. 

She joyfully receiv’d it, with a fneer 
* Bade him good day, and hailed to the door. 

C 


And 
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1 A rid fortli (he went on foot. His generous heart 
Xo longer could contain. Upon the floor 
lie fell, and curs’d the inaufpicious hour 
i hat brought the thanklcfs monfter to his door, 
lie blam’d blind Fortune, and his aged eye 
1 airgo tears of grief and indignation fhed. 

At length recover’d, to his delk he went, 

AVrote to a trufty friend, and beg’d him watch 
l ire fecret morions of his undone niece. 

She to the town made fpeed, and now arriv’d 
I.quires the lodging of her unknown friend, 
fje joyfully receives her, and detains 
To dinner. She unlocks her heart, and tells 
1 low much fhe loves him, what heroit a(5ls 
riiat love infpir’d, and how the furly fool 
Difmifs’d her nothing loth. She (hews the bills, 
She fhews the draughts. 

^ And is this all ?* he Qried, 

‘ My dear Ophelia, we (hall (larve on this. 


^ Better 
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*■ Better return, and tell him we are one, • 

^ And from his ftingy purfe extort a loan 
^ By feign’d fubmifllon. Kneel, and pray, and weep. 
^ And his old heart, tho* ftubborn as a rock, 

‘ Shall bleed thee drops of gold. Leave thefe with me.’ 

^ So much at leafl:,’ Ophelia faid, ‘ I give thee,’ 
And put the better half of all her wealtli 
Into her lover’s hand. ^ But to return 
^ And kneel, and weep, and pray, tlio’ drops of gold 

* Fell as I fpoke, a million to a word, 

‘ My haughty foul difdains. And prithee. Love, 

^ What need of more? this little is enough. 

^ And if we cannot live in the proud world, 

‘ Let’s to the cottage, where the public eye 

* Looks not contemptuous on the artful thrift 
‘ Of nice ceconomy. There plenty, peace, 

* And happinefs eternal as our love, 

* Shall •coll: us little.* 


C 2 
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* * My dear girl,’ faid he, 
Confider all thy wants. We cannot live 

‘ E’en in the cottage on a fum like this. 

^ A few fhort years (hall utterly confume 
' Our whole fubfiftence. To thy uncle then, 

* And beg forgivenefs, and intreat his leave 
‘ Thyfelf, and thy fond hufband may return 

* And at his table feed.' 

* Urge it no more. 

* I tell thee,’ faid Ophelia, ^ I would die, 

* Would undergo all hardfhips flelh can feel, 

■ Would wander, beg my bread from door to door. 
And breathe my laft upon a bed of ftraw, . 
Rather than feek that hated roof again.’ 

‘ Where wiIf thou live?' faid he. * I cannot—no, 
I will not wed thee 5 for my foul abhors 

t * 

An a6t would ruin both thylelf and me,’ 

What,’ faid Ophelia, - 


^ Have I left my.home, 

‘ Forfook 
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Forfook my uncle, and renounc’d his wealth, 

And all for thee ? and can thy cruel heart 
Turn me adrift upon the troublous world ? 

WJiere is that love thy double tongue profefs’d ? 

' I love thee ftill,’ faid he, * miftake me not. 

I love thee more than ever man has lov’d. 

I cannot live witliout thee. To be there 
Where thy fweet prefence animates the world. 

Were happinefs my fond and doting heart 
Would not exchange for Heav’n, And to be there 
Where thy fweet prefence never Iheds a ray. 

Were to be prifon'd in a den of pain, 

Tho’ it were Paradife. Forfakc me not. 

Live with me, love me. Never let us part. 
Command my houfe, and be for ever mine. 

The lovely partner of my bed and board, 

All but—my wife.’ 



• Ungrateful 
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c * Ungrateful wretch,* fhe cried,- 

‘ Haft ihou decoy’d me from my beftof friends 
‘ tempt me ? No, my ftubborn knee 

• 

^ Shall fooner kneel at angry Elmer’s door, 

' Than my proud heart confcnt to terms like thefe. 
^ Give me again my bills, and I depart 
" Never to fee thee more.* 

^ Begone,* he cried. 

‘ The bills were freely giv’n, and they are mine. 

* But it were wifer to reflect a while, 

‘ How this fo tender form, this filky hand, 

^ Thefe crimfon lips, and this vermilion cheek, 

‘ So fmooth and delicate, lhall bear the pains 
‘ Of hunger, cold, and want. How fliall this eye 
‘ That never flumber’d but in beds of down, 

‘ Be clos’d in peace upon a mow of ftraw, 

* Where bufy vermin fqueak, and the ftarv'd owl 

* In hungry difappointment fhrieks all night ? 

* How fliall it fleep upon the rich man’s fill. 


^ While 
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While robbers, watchmen, and the drunken rake 
f Plunder, infult and kill, and the great dog 

* Roars at his mafter’s door, till morning dawn ? 

^ Or while the howling tempeft fcatters (hards, 

^ And angry winter blows his frozen fnow 
^ To ev'ry corner of the cheerlcfs porch. 

' Plow lliall thy tender foot, us’d to be nurs’d 
^ In filk and cotton, on the naked flint 
‘ Go bare, wounded and hurt at ev’ry (Icp ? 

‘ How (hall it bear the froft and chilling fnow 
‘ Upon no hearth expos’d. O think of this, 

‘ Nor let thy tongue too ra(h renounce the terms 
' Of cafe and pleafure.* 

* Artful, wicked tempter, 

* Think not thy gloITy words,’ Ophelia cried, 

‘ Have pow’r to win me farther. I have loft — 

* What have I loft ?’—She paus’d, and plenteous tears 
Flo\v’(j from her eyes—' a pious uncle’s love, 

' A home, a fortune. Shall I forfeit more ? 
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/ Fool that I was to think thy oily tongue 
^ Spoke the pure dictates of an honeft heart 
^ Bound in fincere afFeftion. Ah, coo late 
^ I fee the villain, and lament my lofs. 

* But yet ((he faid and rofe) yet will I bear 

* The kceneft fufFrings poverty can bring, 

‘ Sooner than foil a vidlim to thy arts, 

* Thou bafe deceitful plund’rer. There is hope, 
‘ While virtue falls nor, Providence may look 

' Not without pity on a wretch like me, 

* Some friends I have, and to thofe friends I fly. 

‘ To the wide world Til publilh thy deceit, 

‘ And may oflFended juftice wake, and thou, 

^ The wicked offspring of a wicked fire, 

^ Die like thy father.* 

At the juft rebuke 
He rofc in fury, but ftie fliut the door 
And turn’d the key, and to the ftreet efcap’d. 
'Twas early ev’ning, and the twinkling ftars 
Began to fpangle the pure arch of Heav’n, 
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A while Ihe ftood, to cafe her fwclling heart 
And give a vent to gricfi then forward went 
•Not knowing whither, and the trickling tear ■ 

Still wip’d away, that ftill ran trickling down. 

At length (he haired at Loquacia’s door. 

An ancient maiden who to Elmer’s houfc 
Came duly thrice a week, to tell the news. 

Wealthy was Ihe, and juft upon the brink 
Of threefcore years had won the flinty hpart 
Of one as ancient as herfclf, but pool-. 

An aged bachelor, who fed the town 
With phyfic and advice, but ftarv’d himfelf. 

She ftood a moment, wip’d her eyes, and rap’d. 
Loquacia was alone and half alleep. 

But at the fight of her dear friend Ophelia 

Let loofe her reftitfs tongue, and bade her welcome, 

Ophelia could not (peak. She wav’d her band, 

\ 

And from the bottom of her breaking heart 
Utter’d a figh, and wept. Her great diftrefs 

Loquacia 
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•Loquacia foon perceiv’d, and from the fhelf 
Reach'd the kind cordial. To her trembling lip 
She held it, and Ophelia drank. Reviv’d, 

She told her ftory, how the treachVoiis man 
Seduc'd her from her uncle’s calm abode. 

Plow ftje ungrateful fiecj, her credulous ear 
PoifonM with flattery, and how he fought 
Her iiit'.r ruin. With attentive ear 
Hoquacia drank the tale, and wip'd her eyes 
P’or tears uniis'd to flow. She fliook her hand, 
She comforted, flie kifs’d her, and aflfur’d 
All, would be well. Herfelf would interceed, 

I Icr unci', would forgive, and 'till he did 
She fliould be welcome to her bed and board. 

So there flje hai bour'd for one tedious month. 
By rude f/;quacia’s tongue tormented fore, 

Yet pati'cnt to endure it. For {he found 
J Icr friends were few, and if L.oqimcia fail’tl 
Wltcre fimuld flic flielrer then ? 
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To Elmer's houfe 
\sfpon a future day Loquacia went, 

•Beg'd for his niece, fubdued the good man's heart. 
And he coniented to forgive, if Ihc 
Would crave forgivenefs humbly on her knees. 

But flae was full of fliame, and wanted heart. 

And fomething too the hard conditions fcorn’d. 
Not wholly humbled. At Loquacia’s coll 
From day to day Ihe liv’d. Hill putting oE, 
Faint-hearted and irrefolutc, the taEt 
Of due fubmiffion. To propofe his terms 
The aged bachelor oft came, but ftill 
Ophelia’s beauty, and her artlefs tongue 
Made him forget his purpofe. ’Twas to her 
He feem’d a lover, and the hour of love 
Due to Loquacia, was bellow’d on her, 

Loquacia faw with jeUoufy and rage. 

Oft difappointed, and thence led to fear 
Where no fear was. She urg’d her to depart. 

She Ex’d the day : but ftill her courage fail’d. 


At 
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At length, provok'd at her fo long deky, 
She bade her leave the houfe. 


Ophelia role, 

Rofe at that moment, and with fwimming eyes 
Departed. 


What indulsient friend lhall next 
Provide her food and lodging ? For her draughts 
And few remaining bills Ihe felt; but ah! 

Seme needy fci vant’s hand had pilfer’d thefe. 

And left her only thofe. One hundred pounds 
Were all her fortune now. She chang'd her draughts 
For bills and money, wrapt them up, and put 
The peer provifion for a life to come 
Into luT bofom. With an aching heart 

9 

She traverej cvVy Hreet, and ev’ry lane. 

To feek a lodging in Ibme gloomy court, 
i low mf an Hie ear’d not, if it was but chca?p. 
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She found one and engag’d ir. See her now 
‘The wretched tenant qf a fmoke-dricd room 
, Dark as a dungeon. There the cheerful Sun 
Sheds not a ray in all his annual courfe j 
Nor there the moon, wont to attend her bed. 

And Ihine upon her, as (lie flept in j^eace 
At Elmer’s. Now her difmal chamber needs 
The taper’s light at noon, obfeur’d by blinds 
• And windows dull with dufl'. No verdant Jjwii 
Sprinkled with tufts, and folitary oaks, 

Delights her eye, oft rais’d, but rais’d in vain. 

No lofty poplar, birch, or ancient elm 
Shakes his green honors in the weftern fun, 
Checq’ring the wainfeot with amufive dance. 

No leaf is feen, fave what the batter’d crock, 

And ipoutlefs teapot yield, from fickly flow’rs. 
Starv’d myrtles, and geraniums loth to live. 

It was a corner Nature had forlbok. 

Shut out for ever from the longing eye 
’ By crowded buildings. And what peace within 

Could 
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Could thy uncafy heart, Ophelia, find, 

No books, no inftriiment, nochofen friend. 
No niu!ic, and no voice to fing, no clock 
To count the tardy hours, no maid to wait, 
No pen and ink, no v/ork-bag, and no cards. 
She curs’d her folly, and a thoufand times 
Refolv’d to aflc forgivenefs, but her heart 
A dioiifand times recoil’d. So there fhe liv’d 
And often wander’d through the ftreets alone, 

Del] is’d, and little notic’d. For fhe found 

% 

'I’har ooverty and want were crime enough, 
ThouLdi virtue frill remain’d. 


At llich a tim: 

Returning homew'ard with a dow'ncafl: head. 
In one hand filk and needles, in the other 
A little volume with reludlance bought 
To cheer her lonely ev’nings, Elmer’s coadi 
Came unpercelv’d upon her, and her eye, , 

, Full of repentance, and afloat in tears. 
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Met his. With gen’rous pity mov’d, he call’d, 
'He ftop’d his coach and beckon’d. But Ihe fled 
• Alham’d to fee him, and with hafty fteps 
Came to her lodging, enter’d it, and wept. 

And oft flie wifli’d to hear the fudden rap 
Announce her uncle, or his man at lead, 

With written invitation to his roof 
And welcome pardon : but no uncle came. 

No man was fent. E’en to the midnight hour 
She fat expedling by a farthing light. 

Poring without attention o’er her book. 

At length, defpairing, to her bed flic went, 
AfTliiScd, fiipperiel’^. 


Next morn a friend 

Came ere the kettle boil’d, and while the roll 
Stood yet untouch’d upon the blinking hearth. 

He beg d admittance. Ernefl: was his name. 

A frienc^to Elmer and to Elmer’s niece. 

Oft had he feen the melancholy maid 

Pafs 


CO 
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Pafs by his door, and with a curious eye 
Mark’d her retreat. And now with good intent 
He fought her lodging, and was warm with hope. 
By mild perfiiafion and intreaty won. 

She yet would feek her uncle, and implore 
Forgivenefs not withheld. She bade him fit 
And of her little meal partake. He Ikr, 

He ate, and cheerfully began difeourfe 
Of friends and foes, of politics and news. 

Ophelia’s heart reviv’d, and for an hour 
She felt the pleafures of a mind at eafe, 
Difbiirden’d of all care. At length a paufc 
Gave way to recolledHion, and a figh 
Went from her heart. 

* And why that figh, Ophelia ?' 
Said Erncft, fmiling, ‘ If contentlefs grief 
« Preys on thy heart, thylelf muft bear the blame, 

^ For Nature made thee with a merry eye, 

‘ And Fortune dare not be thy foe an hour. 


‘ Think 
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* -Think not/ Ophelia faid, ‘ think not, good fir, * 
’*• Though Nature made me with a merry eye. 

And I have fmird and been at eafe to-day, 

' That grief and forrow cannot reach my heart, 

' My difobedience (*twas the public talk) 

^ Thou know'ff. From that unhappy hour Tve liv'd 

* A miferable outcaft. And though (miles 
‘ Come ever to my check at fight of thee, 

* My heart is wounded, and my lonely hours 
' Are full of mifery and pain. My looks 

^ Will bear me witnefs, for the rofe Is fled. 

^ I fliun my glafs, for I fee nothing there 
^ But meagre cheeks, pale lips, and melting eyes, 

* And Fortune too forfakes me. I have loft 
‘ Mod of the little which my father left. 

^ The villain who decoy’d me, at my word 
' Took half and kept it., Some dilhoneft hand 
^ Stole half the reft, and of the little left 
' Scarce fourfeore pounds remain. When thefe are 
' gone 


D 


^ What 
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^ What fhall I do to live ? No tradefman now . 
^ Allows me credit longer than a week. 

^ My lurly landlord brought a bill to-day, 

^ And bids me pay or quit.* 


^ Be not difmay’d,' 

Said Erneft kindly, ^ for beneath my roof 
^ Thou flialt not need a friend. Return with me 
' Or let me lead thee to good Elmer’s houfe. 

^ There want fhall never find thee. At a word 
' Forgivenefs fhall be thine, for he efleems 
^ And loves thee much, he pities and invites. 

^ Fly to thy uncle, no unwelcome gucfl, 

' And by one dutiful and prudent ad 
^ Set Fortune at defiance.* 


^ Worthy Sir, 

‘ I feel the juftice of thy good advice. 

‘ I know,* faid fhe, ^ *twere unbecoming him, 
' *Twere condefcenfion not to be forgiv’n. 
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# 

^ To vifit one undutiflil like me, 

I 

And offer pardon never fought or afk’d. 

I feel my folly, I lament my pride i 
^ I hate to think of tlie ungrateful words 
' My tongue has utter'd to the beft of friends. 

^ But how fhall I return ? How can I look 
^ On Elmer's face again, when but the thought 
^ Of my pafl difobedience fires my cheek 

* With fliame that cannot bear the light alone. 

^ 'Twas but lafl: night, returning home in tears, 

‘ I met his coach unheeding, and beheld 
^ His eye, not angry, but appeas’d and kind, 

‘ Fall fix'd on me. He call'd me by my name, 

* He ftop'd and beckon'd; but my heart was full, 

■ 

^ My confcience fmote me, and I fled with hafle. 

^ The world’s great Judge could not have awed me 
^ more. 

I drew my bonnet o’er my burning cheek, 

* And my^diftrafted eye oft turning back 
** Dar'd not encounter his again. I fled, 

D 2 


' I curs’d 
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‘ I curs’d my coward heart, and almoft fpent. 
‘ Came trembling home.’ 


‘ Then be advis’d,* he faid, 

‘ Let us together vifit Elmer’s door, 

‘ And what thy fault’ring tongue wants pow’r to fay, 
* That mine fhall utter for thee. Be advis’d. 

‘ I'o-morrow be the day. In the mean time 
- Come and be happy with my fon and me.’ 

She hefitated long, and beg’d at laft 
A week for preparation. 


‘ Take a wcek,‘ 

Said Erne ft, happy to prevail fo far, 

^ And fpend that week with us. Come, no reply 
^ Difcharge thy landlord. In an hour at moft 
* I fnall expedt thee.* 


To the dpor he went. 
And left her. She obey’d, to be fet free 

n 


From 
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From this her dreary manfion little loth, 

*And having paid her landlord, left his honfe, 

* And came to Ernefl.*s. With a gracious fmilcj 
Such as the tender father gives his child. 

Fie at his door receiv'd her. To her room 
Now he condufts her, at the table's head 
Now feats her, and proclaims her with delight 
Queen of the feaft. With cheerfulnefs and eafe 
She rules the board, and half forgets her grief. 

Day rofe, and day retir'd. Night after night 

« 

Withdrew, and ere (he thinks of preparation 
The promis'd week is gone. She begs one more. 
And yet another. To protradb her ftiy 
Erneft confents, unwilling to dilinifs 
A gueft fo lovely. At the long delay 
Young Henry too was pleas’d, with fecret love 
Towards Ophelia burning. For what youth 
Can look on woman beauteous as the morn 
With tearful eyes emerging from diftrefs. 

All penitence and forrow—and not love ? 

D 3 


Is 
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' Is there a man whofe iron heart is proof 
Againfl: fuch charms ? Lay not his bones by mine. • 
For flioiild they touch, *twcrc like a fudden fpark 
Let fall by chance among the nitrous calks 
Lodg’d in the bowels of a fhip of war. 

Which in a momerit blows her to the Moon* 

He lov’d, but only lov’d in fccret. Then 
When Frneft was retir’d, and to his books. 

So cuftom’d, with the ev’ning fun withdrew. 

Fie fat admiring by Ophelia, laugh’d. 

And read the news, and chatted. Vex’d was llie 
To find the lover in his words and deeds. 

And pray’d him to defift. The more repuls’d 
The mere love labours. With afliduous care 
He watch’d her ev’ry motion, at her fide 
From morning until night. He drank her fmiles. 
With one kind look enliven’d and refrefti’d 
More than old Earth, with all her vernal ftipw’rs 
And Summer funs. He fed upon her words, 

A banquet 
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A. b;inqiTet Tweeter than the food of gods, 

• ^nd not Icfs mufical than Heav’n’s high fcall, 

. (Though all were true the dreaming poet feigns) 
When he, the archer with the filver bow. 

Smote the refounding lyre and charm’d the car 
Of flumb’ring Jove. 

Yet was not love fo pure 

But the fond Henry's heart would fometimes burn 
Wirli brutal hope. Thanks to your care and pains, 
Ye public tutors, who inform’d his mind. 

And made him learned, but not made him good. 

Of duty and of honor what knew he ? 

Directed never to the word of truth, 

And gleaning all his notions from the world. 

So in his heart he nourifh’d bafe delire, 

And thought it not inhuman to defign 
The ruin of Ophelia, To her door 
Thrice gt the dead of night he foftly crept 
* Purpos’d to tempt her, but the door was lock’d. 

D 4 Not. 
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^ Not in defpair he drew her maid afide. 

And gave her gold, and promis'd to give more 
Would flic his purpofe favor, and forget 
To lock Ophelia’s door, or leave the key. 

Or bring it to his chamber. She agreed. 

But told Ophelia of his bafe intent. 

Perplex’d was flie, and her diftradled mind 
Labour’d till ev’ning to invent a plan 
or fure cfcapc. She knew her maid not falfe> 

, *1. 

For fhe had heard him at her chamber door 
Thrice ftruggling for admittance. Shall Ihe go 
And tell the gen’rous Ernefl: that his fon 
Plots her defl;ru6tion ? Shall fhe wound the heart 
Of honeft Friendfliip with a tale fo black ? 

No i fhe refolves to quit his roof by ftealth. 

And dare the fang of poverty again. 

So when the time of reft was come, and night 
Muffled in gloomy clouds, without her moon.. 
Drew to her darkeft hour 3 while the hall lamp 


Yet 
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Yet in the locket blink'd, and yet was heard 
•'I'hc found of noify fervants gone to bed. 

She left her room, and lilently unbar'd. 

Unbolted, and unlock'd the outer door. 

Lifted the latch, went out, and drew it to. 

And fled- Happy ihe was, for her good heait 
Approv'd the virtuous deed, and to itfelf 
Teem’d with congratulation. 

But where now 

Shall houlelefs Virtue find a waking friend ? 

Where (hall her fleepy eye be clos'd in peace ? 

Who will regard her flghs, and ftrew the couch 
Of kind indulgence for her weary limbs f 
Silent and cold (he travel'd ev'ry (treer. 

But faw no friendly light and heard no voice 
Save at the public inn. And there a ring 
Of clam'rous bacchanals, involv’d in fmokc. 

Sat roaring o'er their cups. Each in his turn 
Bray'd uncouth fong, half drunk and half afleep. 

Then 
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• Then loud applaufe enfued, encores and claps^ . 
Bravos and hearty laughs. The heavy fill: 

Fell on the table, and witJi fudden bounce 
'I'hundcr’d the tranlport of the clownifli heart, 
Till pipes and glalles danc’d upon the board. 

She heard and trembled, half inclin’d to fly. 

Nor leek the bar alone to afli a bed. 

She paus’d, llie gather’d courage, and at length 
Went to the door. 


But uhat was thy diflrefs ? 
V''1iar. thy grief, thy terror, and thy pain, 

I laplefi. Ophelia, when thy fearching hand 
Found not the piirfe, when recolle(Slion told 
'Twas left at F.rnell’s in a private drawer. 

Slie Hood amaz’d, by twenty thoufand fears 
At once aflfaulted. Slic withdrew and wept. 

She mcafur’d back her Heps to Krnelt’s door. 
Approach’d with caution, try’d it, found it faH. 
In exquifite defpair Hic fat awhile 




Half- 
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Half-perifh’d on his threfliold. She arofe, 

'in doubt to live or die. To a fmall brook. 

Silent and deep, llie fped with rafh intent. 

But juft upon the brink ttopt fliort and thought. 
She faw beyond the grave eternal life 
Fill’d with no good for her, if raflily thus 
She ran a bafe deferter from her poft. 

And rufti’d into the land of eafe and reft 
Uncaird and uninvited. On hpr woes 
She once again look'd back, and found them woes 
Delerv’d by indifcretion; woes feverc, 

Yet woes to be averted by one aft. 

One little eafy and becoming aft 
Of dutiful fubmiftion. Her vex'd heart 
Recoil’d with horror at the wicked thought 
Of felf-deftruftion. To the king of Heav'n 
She rais’d her hands and eyes, and wept for lhamc. 
Soon as the morning dawns her purpofe is 
Home t© return, and humbly to intreat 
Elmer’s forgivenefs. So with mind compos'd 
She walk’d and figh'd, and wiih'd the night away 
Along the meadow path. 
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At length a breeze 

Blew from the caft, and rent the fable clouds 
That all night long had veil'd the ftarry Heav’ns. 
From many a cheerful loophole thro* the gloom 
Peeps the clear azure with its living gems* 

Faft flies the feud, and now the glowing dawn 
Stands unobfeur’d upon the mountain’s top, 

Fler lovely forehead with a waning nrj*oon 

And her own brilliant day-ftar grac’d. The clouds. 

Still floating overhead, touch’d by the beam 

Of the flow fun emerging from the deep 

(But to Ophelia’s eye not yet reveal'd) 

Are fleeces dipt in filver, dappled pearl. 

And feathers fmoother than the cygnet!s down i 
Here red and fiery as the ferret’s eye. 

Here dun and wavy As the turtle’s breaft. 

The fainting ftars withdraw, the moon grows pale. 
And the clear planet, melTenger of light. 

Hides in the fpicndor of returning day. r 

The mountains are on fire. The foreft burns 

A 


With 
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With gloi-y not to be beheld. The Keav'ns 
* Are ftreak*d with rays from the felumin'd eift. 

As from the center of a flaming wheel, 

Shot round. The fun appears. The jovial hills 
Rejoice and fing, the cheerful valleys laugh. 

All nature utters from her thankful heart 
Audible gratitude. The voice of man 
Returning to his labor Alls the land. 

The Shepherd whittles and the cow-boy fings. 

The team with clinking harnefs leeks the field. 
The plough begins to move. The tinkling flock 
Streams from the fold and fpots the dewy down. 
The mounting bell upon his axle fwings 
And fills the country with his cheerful note. 
Wak'd at the found, the daw has taken wing 
And Ikims about the fteeple. Lo! the fmoke 
Afcending from a thoufand chimney tops 
And by its upright coiirfe prefaging calm. 

, Hark! ^how the fawyer labours with his faw, 

The joiner with his hammer and his plane. < 


The 
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.The farmer’s wife comes jogging to the town. 
Timing her ditty to old Dobbin's foot. 

The railing fifh-dame follows with her panniers. 

The cliimney-fweeper bawls. The milk-maid cries. 
The black-fmith beats his anvil, and the dray. 
Stage-coach and waggon lumber tliro’ the ftreets* 

Tlien to the town once more Ophelia turn’d. 

And brifkiy ftepping thro* the biify ftreet. 

Went on to Elmer’s. Thrice fhe halted, thrice 

Her heart mifgave her, thrice flie firmly vow’d 

Not to retreat. To Elmer’s gate fhe comes, 

I'hrobbing with hurry, and her trembling hand 

Scarce dares to lift the latch. She hears a nolle, 

% 

And like the tim’rous hare with ear cre61: 

Stands lift’ning, a^id furveys the country round. 

tu 

’Twas nothing but the woodman at his work. 

So on file went, at ev’ry perching bird 
Surpris’d, and llartled at .the falling leaf. ■ 

In a bye-way fhe walks that thro’ a wood 


Leads 
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Leads to the houfe, and now beholds a feat 
* Jn former days belov’d and often fought. 

On ev’ry fide from the cold wind fecur’d 
But open to the fouth. To it flie l^^eeds. 

But ere Ihe enters, liftens and looks round. 

Nothing was heard. So fainting with fatigue 
Here flie refolves to rell. Once more flie ftops. 
And looking round. Heps in and takes her feat. 

Clofe at her fide fat Elmer with his book. 

Slie law. Her heart rebounded with furprife. 

She lliriek’d, (lie funk, and fell upon her knees 
Pale as a corpfe. The good old man beheld 
With glad aftonifliment, forgave her all. 

Cheer’d and fupported her, bade her revive. 

And with her flowing tears mix’d his. ' Come, come, 
‘ All fliall be well,* he faid. ‘ Bewail no more. 

‘ Elmer forgives.’ She fell upon his neck, 

Lovely contrition! and he wip’d her eyes, 

Chaf’d her pale hand, and waim’d her cheek with his. 
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She promis'd never to offend again. 

He hufh’d her Ibrrow and would hear no morCo 

Ye proud tranfgreffoi s, who expunge no crime 
By juft acknowledgment and honeft tears. 

Ye ftubborn hearts, where malice ever reigns 
A ftrangcr to forgivenefs, look pn thefc. 

And fee how noble 'tis to own a fault. 

How generous and godlike to forgive it,, 

I'ogctlier long they fat, and he was kind 
And file was thankful. From her downcaft eye 
Sorrow ftill fell, and on her burning cheek 
Glow’d the fine crimfon of ingenuous fliame. 

He bade her be compos’d. He footh’d her heart 
Lab’ring with fighs. He took his book and read. 
It was a fable. ‘ Ay,’ faid he, ‘ moft juft. 

* This Poet much delights me. Hear, my child. 
^ ’Tis a fiiort ftory of an aged oak 
And a prefumptuous brier. I’ll not read. 



ELMES. XnD OPHELIA. 

’ ' But tclJ if, left thy ear unus*d, defpife 

• * And litdf relilh the rude, Poet’s ftyle., 

t There grew upon a Kentifh green , 

* What once a (lately Oak had been. 

His arm was large and wide dilplay’d. 
And oft the (hepherd (ought his (hade, 
And here his panting flbck would reft 
By rummer’s burning heat oppreft. 

High was his head and vaft his (hield. 
He ftood the fov’reign of the field. 

But foon were paft his better days. 

And now his aged arm decays. 

The burning lightning ftrikes his head, > 
The glories of his brow arc dead. 

His branch is bare and wafte with worms. 
His trunk confum’d and beat by ftorms. 


f Spenfer*! Calendar, February. 
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Hard by a haughty Brier grew 
(In youth and beauty much, like you) 

And fheltcr’d by the faithful tree 
Was vigorous as plant could be. 

Returning fummer clothes her now^ 

And fragrant blolToim deck her bough* 

The nightingale her leaves among 
Warbles her fweet nodlurnal fong. 

And ever to her branch ib fair 
The lafles of the vale j^epair, 

And fliehcr blolToms freely lhow*rs. 

And fills their bofoms with her flow'rs* 

So fought> Ihe grew exceeding proiid> 
And oft was heard to vaunt aloud^ 

I 

And once upon a time waa bold 
To fcorn the Oak for being old^ 

* Why ftand’ft thou here, thou furly block, 
‘ Nor fruit nor lhadow yields thy flock. 


I 


‘ Behold 
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* Behold how my gay flbwVs are (pread 
In lily white and crimfon red- 

‘ Behold my leaves fo frelh and green, 

* My verdure fit to clothe a iqueeh. ^ 

^ Thy wafted branch takes netdlefs room, 
' And fpoils the beauty of my bloom. 

* The mouldy mofs which thee deftroys 

* My fmell of cinnamon alloys. 

‘ Be gone, nor dare to make defence, 

' On pain of my dirpleafure, hence.’ 

So fpafce the Brier, proud and vain. 

The Oak look’d down with great difdain, 
And fcorn’d to anfwer fuch a weed. 

Once humble, but now proud indeed. 

He griev’d to think his friendly arm 
Had Ihelter^d her and kept her warm. 

Had fcreen’d her from the ftorm fo rude. 
And yet (he had no gratitude, 

E 2 


It 
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It chanc’d upon a future day 
The Hufbandman came down that way^ 
Accuftom’d yearly to walk round 
And view the trees upon his ground. 
Him foon the Ipiteful Brier fpied^ 

And thus in hade complaining cried : 

^ O thou, the author of my life. 

Be pleas’d to put an end to ftrife. 

‘ On thy protection I rely, 

‘ O grant me fuccour ere I die.* 

Mov’d at the Brier’s piteous plea. 
The good man rcfted on the lea. 

And bade her in her plaint proceed; 
When thus began the haughty weed- 

^ Was I not planted by thy hand 
‘ To be the primrofc of the land ? 

* In fpring to fhine in flow’ry fuit, 

^ In autumn yield thee fcarlet fruit ? 
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^ How comes it then this furly Oak, 

\ So wounded by the thunder’s flroke, 

* Whofe ancient trunk invites the fire, 

* Dares to fuch tyranny alpire ? 

* Forbidding me to charm thy fight, 

^ And hiding from me day's fweet light. 
‘ His heavy branches beat me fore, 

^ I wecp,^he vexes me the more. 

* And oft his greedy worms alight 

' And gnaw my tender buds in fpite, 

* Forbiddihg my fweet flow’rs to blow, 

* To make a chaplet for thy brow. 

* And oft-his bitter leaves are Ihcd 

* Difgracing my fair flowery head. 

‘ O deign my fuff'rings to afluage, 

f 

‘ And rid me from the tyrant's rage.’ 

She faid. The Hufbandman dcceiv\l. 
Was at tier hardfhips forely griev’d, 

. ^3 


And 
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'And home to fetch his hatchet wentj 
Refolv’d to give the plant content. 

He comes, and with repeated flroke 
Cuts down at laft the aged Oa{c. 

And low he lies bewail’d 6f none. 

While the proud Bri^ftands alone. 

But now with ftorm fevere and keen 
Imperious Winter Iweeps the green. 

And breaks the Brier’s tender Ihoots, 

And fpoils her branch and tears her roots. 
The watery wet weighs down her head. 
The north-wind almoft nips her dead, 
Scarce able now to Hand upright. 

The falling fnow fubdues her quite. 


Her folly then' Ihe ’gap bemoan. 

And griev’d to think the Oak was gone* 
But {hen it was too late to weep. 

Her branch was nibbled by the Iheep; 
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Wounded and hurt fbe cannot riic, 

' The cattle browfe her as Ihc lies. 

And trample on her till (he dies. 

Ophelia felt the Fable, and again 
Shed free contrition. Elmer took her hand, 
Kifs'd her and rofc. Together then they went. 
And much was he rejoic’d to hold again 
The jewel he had loft. He led her home. 

Bade all his houfe be glad, reftor’d her all. 

And fhe was happy as her heart could wifli. 
With tears Ihe welcom’d her forfaken room, 
Her joyful fervant, her delighted dog, 

Her bird, her work,.her inftrument, her books. 
She feels the value of a friend at home. 

She inwardly rcfolves to love him well. 

And fhun the friendfhip of the world for ever. 
Then to her heart fweet peace again return’d. 
And gAef fbrlbok her. Not a trace remain’d • 
Of all her mifery, lave now and then, 

Kjl 
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•As fhe reclin'd upon the fofa's arm, 

» 

A hearty figh, and now and then a tear 
Wip'd filcntly away from her clos'd eye. 

Fatigue fubdued her. On her arm Ihc lean'd. 

Soft dumber feal’d her lips, and with a look 
Where fadnefs mingled with returning joy. 

And like the morning had a dewy Tmile, 

She fell afleep. Now, Painter, fetch the brufti. 
Give me a faithful copy of that face, 

Artd call it Pei^ence. The perfon too, 

. « 

The attitude, the unaffe<5lcd grace, 

* 

That hand and kerchief, thofe neglcfted trefles, 

♦ And all that fweet derangeir.ent, paint them well. 
Not daring the addition of a hair. 

I will not think there is a foul on earth 
Could look on fd^ a pidlure and be calm. 

All Ihall commend it, ibr I tell thee, ■ frieivl. 

The cy^ that are now fix'd upon that maid 
Are more in number than the ftara of Hcav'h. 

Angels, 


4 . 
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Angels, Arch^gels, yea, the King of Kings, 

They all behold her, and they all applaud. 

This tale for you, ye evcr-reftlefs fair, 

A zealous Poet wrote. Of Woman much 
He dreams, much fpeaks. He loves you palTihg well. 
And would direft you in the wholefome paths 
Shall make you lovely j fliall improve the charms 
Which nature gives you here, and when they fade 
Shall make you worthy of a place in Heaven. 

Come then and learn, thou lovely friend of Man, 
Main-fpring of all his a£tions good and bad, 

I.earn all thy duty in one word, ohey^ 

Ye infant belles in the high bloom of youth. 
Impatient of reftrainc, be fubieft ftill. 

And dread the moment when a forward tongue 
Sliall prompt you to renounce the good advice 
Of thofe who lead you. To the lover’s voice 


L'ften 
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“Liiften with caution. Try hinn for an age. 
Look with a piercing eye thro' all his ways 
At home, abroad. The heart fmcerely yours 
Shall dare the ordeal. But the man who dies 
And flinches from the trial, loves you not. 

Fear not that Virtue Ihall negledtcd live, 
Neglefted die, if woman’s heart be cold 
And cautious to engage. Wait for the man 
Who merits much, and if none fuch appear 
(For *tis a world that fcarce deferves your love) 
Then live unwedded and unwedded die. 

S:x)rn the contemptuous fnecr of little minds. 
Of wives who feel,the yoke, and forward maids 
And dare be happy tho’ ye live alone. 

Regard the cautions of the friend at home. 

For as pure gofd furpaflTes tinfel, lb 
The friend at home exceeds the friend abroad. 
Be dutiful, and ever as the plague 
Shun difcoiitent, the cruel foe of beauty* 

She o’er the features of uneafy youth 
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Rides a condimii^ fire. Be all the charms' 

Of Eden fpread before her, look behind 
And nothing lliall be feen but difinal wade. 

Sweet Patience, daughter of the morning, feek. 
Call, and fhe comes, and with her rofy Health, 
Twin lifters, arm in arm. Be theft, ye fair. 
Your conftant handmaids, ye Ihall need no grace. 
They Ihall adorn you with unfading charms, 

I 

Among the lilies pf the forehead plant 
Compolure Tweeter than the fmile of May, 

And lading as exiftence. They ihall bring 
Bloom to the cheek and cryftal to the eye. 

Mirth to the heart and mulic to the tongue* 


T% E 
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o Y E Z, my good people draw near, 

■ My ftory furpaiTes belief. 

Yet deign for a moment to fccar. 

And aflift me to catch a ftray thief- 

Have you chanc'd a fair damfcl to meet, 
Adorn’d like an angel of light, 

In a robe that flow'd down to her feet. 

No fnow on the mountain fb white. 

Silver flowers befpangled her flioc. 

Amber locks on her (boulders were fpread, 
Her waifl: had a girdle of blue. 

And a beaver plum’d hat had her head. 


2 


Her 
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Her flaps an imprelllon fcarce leave^ 

She bounds o’er the meadow ib fbon i , 

Her fmile is like Autumn's clear eve. 

And her look as ferene as his moon. 

k 

She feems to have nothing to blame, 
Deceitlefs and meek as the dove; 

But there lives not a thief of fuch fame. 
She has pilfer’d below and above. 

Her cheek has the blufhes of day. 

Her neck has undone the fwan’s wing. 

Her breath has the odors of May, 

And her eye has the dews of the Ipring. 

She has rob’d pf its crimfon the role. 

She has dat’d the carnation tQ flrip,. 

The bee^ho has plunder’d them knows. 
And would fain fill his hive at her lip. 


She 
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Slie has ftol’n for her forehead fo even 
All beauty by fea and by land. 

She has all the fine azure of Heaven 
In the veins of her temple and hand. 

Yes, yes, Ihe has ranfack'd above. 

She has beggar’d both nature and art, 

* % 

She has got all we honour and love. 

And from me Ihe has pilfer’d my heart. 

0 

Bring her home, honefi friends, bring her home. 
And fet her down fafe at my door. 

Let Iier once my companion become. 

And I fwear fhe (hall wander no more. 

Bring her home, and 1*11 give a reward 
Whofe value can never be told. 

More precious than all you regard, 

Mqre jn worth than a houfe-full of gold. 


F 


A reward 
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reward fuch as none but a dunce, 

Such as none but a madman would mils, 
O yes, I will give you for once 

From the charmer you bring me, a kifs. 


P A N T H E A. 
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Fertunam Priami cuntabo^ nobile bellum, Hoft. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 


H E Jiory of the following Poem is taken from the 
Cyropadia of Xenophon'^ a work “ whofe natural and un- 
“ affeHed beauties (to ufe the words ^ Mr. Roll.in) 
are fujfficient to juftify the fingular ejleemi which 
“ perfons of good tajie have ever had for the noble fimplicity 
*• of its Author'* It is not however clofely copied from 
the Greek* Use Poet has borrowed as much as he thought 
for his purpofe and rejeSied the reji. Where Hijiory 
failed him he has had recourfe to inventiony and has fome- 
times fubjiituted imaginary occurrences in the room of 
real, T'his he trujls will not be looked upon by the candid 
readery as a very heinous mifdemeanour. He challenges a 
privilegey which even Arijiotle allows himy of telling his 
Jlory in his own wayy without regard to truth and the 
Hijlorianm Such as wijh not to be tranfported into the 
regions of poetical, illufony may emptoy themfelves more 
profitablyy and perhaps more to their entertainmenty by 
confulting the original* 
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To arms, to arms, my buckler and my Ipear 
My ftceds, my chariot. To the bloody field 
1 follow fair Panthca^ haplefs Queen, 

Young, beautiful and wife, who left a court 
And fpurn’d a life of folitary cafe. 

Preferring love and war. To Sufa’s King^ 
Brave Abradates, fhe had giv’n her hand. 

And fworn eternal truth. He by a Prince, 
Whofe tyrant frown gave law to Babylon, 

And (hook,with terror many a fubjedb throne. 
Was fummon^d to collect his little force. 

And with the numberlefs Allyrian hoft 

F3 


Spread 
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spread deiblation o’er the trembling realm 
Of Cyax^es. For the Median king. 

Wonderful arrogance 1 ibme winters paft. 

Had dar*d oppofe him as he led the chace. 

And chanc’d to trefpafs on his kingdom’s verge* 
Young Cyrus too, his nephew^ had prefum’d 
To dip his arrow in AfTyrian blood. 

So to the fight he led his num’rous hol^, 

Thirlly for vengeance. On a boundkfs plain 
He met his foe advancing, Cyrus fidl. 

Then Cyaxares, and Tigranes lafl:, 

A triple hoft of FeirOans, Medes, Armenians. 
Sharp was the confli(%,^ and the Monarch fell. 

A fecond day lb, bloody who could wait ? 

» 

So when the £lm, withdrew and night approach’d. 
And welcome darkoeft their retreat conceal’d. 
They fled inglorious^ fled, byt fled ijo vain„ 

For e^e the morrow’s peaceful fun went down# 
Cyrus purfued# and guided by a, light 
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^ field by fomc angel to dire£t his marob, * 
ilis flying foe o’ertook* Then rout enfued^ 

Terror and death, captivity and grief. 

Then was Panthea lod. The lovelieft fair 
The populous Eaft could boafi, became the prey 
Of Perfia’s adive Prince; not fo obtain’d 

I 

Had Abradates been her only guard 
But he was abfent,. by the haughty king 
Sent ere the day of battle to invite 

■ 

The Badrian Monarch to fupport hk arms. 

So was his treafure lod:> and doubly watch’d 
Is borne in triumph to the brazen gates 
Of mighty Babylon. Now fhe returns 


*■ This circamftance« of a preternatural light ihining over ti\e 
army of Cyrus in the night, affords a beautiful inftance of the truth 
of prophecy. When Xenophon informs us it was fo remarkable, as 
to fill tbem all with awe and reverence towards the Gods and confix 
dence of fuccefs in their enterprize, we can no longer doubt'but 
the God of Ifrael was really, with the Prince, aud held bis right 
hand to fubdue nations before him. The Hiftorian himfclf, when 
he conAd#rs the events which happened at this time to encourage 
him to proceed, cannot help acknowledging that matters feemed to 
be condut^^ed in his favor ($,/»? w«c) by divine interference. 
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^ To weep and pine upon the ucmoft bounds 

Of joyous Media. There the Perfian Prince 

Commands his army to repofe a while. 

And to the court of Cyaxares fends 

A fpeedy meffenger. For he was wroth 

Left by the eager Prince, what rime he rofe 

To chace the routed foe, elate with joy 

And drunk with wine. So when the nnorning fhone. 

And he arofe to lead his army home, 

Tde found a barren field, his forces gone. 

And none to tell him of their deftin'd rout. 

Me fcowFd indignant o’er the defert plain. 

Sent couriers to upbraid the daring Prince, 

Bade his departed Medts that hour retire. 

And red with anger to his court return’d. 

The Prince, dcfiroij^ to appeafe his wrath. 

Waits on the Median frontier, and prepares 

A noble portion of the public Ipoil 

To footh his rage. 

• \ 
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Meantime the captive Qneen, 

Adjudg’d to Cyrus as his proper prey, 

I ^aments and fears. He, of the pris’ner’s eafe 
More ftudious than his own, appoints a youth 
Arafpes nam’d, to give her of the beft, 

And make her prifoh joyous. Well he knew 

Not to be merciful but ill becomes 

The man who follows fortune, and expefts 

m 

To meet wief; mercy in the time of need. 

^ Arafpes’, faid the Prince, *■ repeated proofs 
^ Oblige me to conclude the total world 
‘ Cannot produce a friend more true than thee. 

^ Thou waft my chief companion when a child, 

^ We were as brothers in our boyifti day# 

‘ And with our years the feeds of friendfliip grew. 

‘ We were .in wifties and puriuits alike, 

* Infeparable Hill when the loud chace 

‘ Call’d «is abioad, and the grey morning ftood 

» 

‘ On the bleak mountain’s top. We ftili are friends. 

‘ One 
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• ‘ One foal informs us, and one heart directs. 

* To thee then I commit the captive Queen. 

* Treat her with tenderncls, with ready eye 

^ Detedt her wants, deny her nothing j quick 
‘ To do her pleafure and prevent her wifli, 

' And ever jealous to preferve with care 

* The treafiire of thy friend.* 

€ 

‘ Moft worthy Prince,' 

Replied the youth, ' my heart with joy overflows 

* To find the plcafiires of our infant days 

* Are yet remember’d. To Arafpes’ mind 

‘ Our morning's chacc, our noon and ev’ning fports, 
‘ And all the gay amufements of our youth, 

‘ Return ajjduly as the day begins, 

‘ As duly as it eitds. I bum to think 
^ How Cyrus lov'd: me once, and with what grief 
f And mutual tendernefs we parted then, 

* When he to Perfia and her court retura’d,'^ 

/. And I to de(Hr Media, Still I feel 

« Lively 
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^ Lively remembrance of that painful hour 
When all the widow’s forrow fill’d my eyes; 

‘ When for the fmile of my departed friend 
' In all OUT cuftom’d walks 1 look’d in vain, 

* And found no Iblace but the robe 1 wear, 

* The laft kind prefcnt of his gen'rous hand. 

* My love was honeft, and the fweet regard 

^ Thy looks have Ihewn me fince we met again 
^ AiTure me fuch was thine. This latefl; deed, 

* Confirms my happinefs. I cannot doubt* 

^ But Cyrus loves me dill. The captive Queen, 

* The treafure of my friend. I’ll duly watch, 

' Guard and preferve her as a gem unpriz’d, 

^ And ftudy her contentment as my own.' 

♦ 

' So Ihall thy love to Cyrus,’ faid, the Prince, 

* Be well exprefs’d, and to reward thy care 

* Cyrus /hall love thee as his friend for ever. 

* Remember then the purport of tliy words. 


‘ Guard 
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' Guard and preferve her as a gein unpriz'd, 

‘ And ftudy her contentment as thy own. 

* But let me alk thee,' faid the genVous youth, 

‘ Haft thou beheld the captive ? No. Thy eye 

* Is too intent upon the fchemes of war 

* To look afidc at beauty. I have feen her, 

* And furely nothing ever breath’d fo fair, 

‘ Nothing fo lovely. When her fate was known 

* I went with many others to her tent. 

* Soon as we came, we faw upon the ground 
‘ A group of females feated in difgutle. 

‘ But one there was encircled by the reft 
‘ W ho fecm’d by nature of more lovely mould 
‘ Than her fair fellows. She was veil’d indeed, 

• A 

* And hung her h*ead, and look’d upon the ground, 

* But ev’ry motion dignity betray’d, 

* Spite of concealment. As we fpoke they rofe. 

* Blind were the eye that could not then haVe feen 

‘ Wliich was the Queen. Tho* all about her flione, 

. * And 
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And cv'ry individual form excell’d, 

Yet was Ihe nobleft, and as far furpafs’d 
Their feeble merit, as the morning ftar 
Outlliines the train of night. Such was the Queen 
Eclips'd in.humble habit, filent, veil'd. 

She ftood awhile regardJefs of our words. 

And precious Ibrrow ran in fiJver cliace 
Down to her feet. We bade her be refign'd. 
*Twas the hard fate of war. But when we chme 
To fpeak of love, humanity, and thee. 

She rent her clothes, and rais'd her hands to Heav'n, 
And pour'd fuch tender lamentation forth 
Had wrung compaflion from a marble heart. 

In the warm cranl]x)rts of exceflive grief 

• 

A fudden efTort put her veil afide. 

And, ere (he could replace it, I beheld 
More than my tongue can utter in an age^ 

Eyes of celeftial azure full of tears, 

Wholi; drooping lids were ovcr-arch'd with brows 
Commanding love and honor; cheeks that:b]ooqa*d 

2 * All 
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‘‘ Allrofcs and carnations, ncclc of fijow, 

' And lips-But thou fhalt (ee her, ' Cyrus. 


‘ No,’ 

Exclaim’d the Prince, * let me avoid her charms. 

* The foldier’s duty is to think of war, 

^ To plan the fubtlc enterprize, purfue, 

* Fight, rout, and circumvent the dyin^HP, 

* To tread upon his heel by night and day, 

* And fcale his fortrefs when he little thinks. 

% 

* The hour not Ipent in aftion is an hour 

‘ Full of dilgrace and Ihatlne. I grieve to think 
‘ My uncle’s anger has withheld my march, 

* And ftill confines me to this jittle ipot. 

' Had he been patient, and content to reft * 

‘ While I purfued with our united force * 

^ The powerful foe, ere this I would have fought 

* A i||||arand battles,' Would have won the crown 

* And evcrlafting Babylon itfclfi 

* And flung her gates all open to receive 



PANTUEA. 


79 


The friends of Cyaxares. No, Arafpes^ 

J cannot look on Woman yet. 1 know 
One look invites another. Who looks once 
Muft look again, and he will look and look 
Till he can find no moment in the day 
Which muft not have its look. 

' What,* faid the youth. 

Has beauty fo much power ? Muft the Prince 
Tamely fubmit and crouch beneath her force ? 

Can fhe relax the ftedfaft Perfian*s arm, 

And make a traitor of a foldier*s honor ? 

Is not the glory of the battle won. 

Of millions routed and a world fubdued, 

Enough to roufe him from her (lender chains, 

And make him laugh at bonds ? Truft me, my Prince. 
Love rules not fo. Achilles had his maid. 

And Agamemnon his, yet Troy was won. 


" True,^ 
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‘ True/ faid the Prince, ' the citadel was won, 

" But ten long years were wafted in the fiege. 

^ And whence the great delay? Was it not love, 

‘ Unconquerable love ? ’Twas beauty wove 
‘ The golden chain that bound Achilles’ arm. 

‘ *Twas beauty caus’d the Monarch to be bafe, 

‘ And made him fleep upon the Phrygian fhore 
' ’Till Troy decay’d with age. An a<5ly|d||^ing, 

' And not a Have to love, might thrice have won 
‘ A ftatc lb feeble in a fummer’s night. 

‘ But tyrant beauty rules the God of war, 

‘ And makes him kneel for conqueft. I have feen 
‘ The liardy dauntlefs hero, who defied 


* The winter’s arrowy congealing breath, 

‘ And all night long in his cold armor flept, 
^ Rcgardlefs of ^ihe angry pelting ftorm — 

" liiat man, Arafpes, have I feen fo cringe 


‘ Move’s yoke, fo fawn and hug his chains, 

‘ I could Jiave fworn he had been born a l^ave. 


; And never lov’d the deeds of foldierfliip.’ 


^ But 
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* But furely/ faid the youth, ' the man to bafe 
‘.Had but the hero’s femblance. To efcape 
‘ From love and beauty, when the found of war 
‘ Roars in the valley, and the rapid car 
‘ Of fhouting viftory bcfmear’d with blood, 

‘ With panting courfers and impetuous wheels, 

* Rolls in a fea of thunder on the foe, 

‘ Were lender threads 

‘ Wove by the fpider to enthral tha fly.’ 


‘ Believe me,* faid the Prince, * there is a time ^ 

When the moft ardent Ipirit yields to love 

And is the Have of beauty. *Tis a law 

Of Nature, and her abiblute command 

■ 

Is not to be reflfted. We may fight 
And deem ourfelves invincible to-day. 

Brac’d by long toil and llridt continuance 
Of hardy ufage. Yet we are but men, ^ 

To the/ame failures prone. The hour may come 
When thou and 1 by powerful beauty won, t 

G 


‘ No 
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* No longer love the glories of the field, 

* But feck enjoyment in the lhades of cafe. 

‘ Look to thyfclf, and let Panthca's charnfis 
' Play on thy eyelids like the Winter moon 

* Upon th* unfeeling rock. Let other eyes 

^ Behold with tranfport; to the beam of love 
^ Be thy firm heart all adamant and ice.* 

% »- 

‘ O fear it not/ replied the youth fecure, 

* Though beauty brighter than the Sun at noon 

* Pour all its power on Arafpes* head, 

^ He ihall be fiedfafi: as th' unfeeling rock, 

* Strong as the mountain, which outbraves alike 
^ I'he frown of anger and the fmilc of love.' 

So faying he ^hdrew, charg'd to relieve 
And watch his pris'ncr with a cautious eye. 

For now the meffenger erewhile difpatch'd 
Spurs to the tent of Cyrus, and informs • 

That Cyaxareswith a troop of friends 


Comes 
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Contes to expoftulatc. The Prince in halle 
Sounds to the fields and leads the Perfian horie 
With the whole army of offending Medes 
To meet the angry monarch oft his way, 

I 

The king approaches, and the army halts. 

Cyrus advances on his milk-white Heed 
Haughtily prancing. Cyaxarcs comes 
The pace of difeontent. Each quits his horfe 
And to the midmoft plain rcfolv’d and firm 
Marches in filcnce. Cyaxares’ brow 
Was dark and gloomy. Dilappointment there. 

Rage, Jealoufy, and Anguilh, fcOWling fat. 

On Cyrus* forehead Aveet Compofdre fmird 

\ 

And confeious virtue. To the frowning king 
He ftretch*d his hand in peace. He turn'd away 
Obdurate, fullen, and in fpite of pride 
Wept in his army's fight. The prince was mov*d| 
And wav^d his hand, the fignal to retire. 

* 

That inftant all withdrew. * Aftd come,* he cried» 

G 2 ^ Now 
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* Now let us argue of the mighty wrong 

* Cyrus has ofitr’d to the Median king. 

' Under thofe waving palms we may have fhade, 

* And hide our actions from the public eye. 

^ Now let us hear what unbecoming a6b 

* Makes Cyaxares fcorn his lifter's Ion 

* With brows of fo much anger.* 

‘ *Tis the wrong, 

* The grievous and intolerable wrong,’ 

Exclaim'd the monarch with indignant frown, 

^ The daring boy has done me. I was born 

* Lord of the kingdom on whofe bounds I ftand, 

‘ Yet have I liv'd to be depriv'd of pow'r, 

* Of dignity and honour, ftrip’d of all, 

' And by an cnoltiy I little thought, 

^ By thee, my nephew. Not a prince that breathes 
' Comes to the field to welcome his ally 

* Poorly attended as 1 came to thee. • 

1 / 

^ And where are all my forces ? led away, 

I ^ Decoy'd, 
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* Decoyby bribes and promifes allur'd^ 

* Taught to defert me by nny lifter’s Ion, 

‘ By thee, my nephew. Arc they not withdrawn 
' Obedient to thy (ignals, but to me 

* Rebellious and difdainful ? Not a man 

* But look'd with fcorn upon his injur’d prince, 

* When he beheld me with my twenty friends 

* Advance fo meanly, fo unlike a king. 

^ O ! it was bale, infuiTerably bafe. 

' I could have died with pleafure, to have loft 

* The painful fight of this unwelcome hour, 

* When my revolted fubje^s Ihun their king, 

^ And only bow to his ungrateful nephew. 

• 

‘ Peace,’ faid th’ impatient prince, * I pray thee peace. 

* Thy heated mind miftakea thy nephew’s z6k. 

* Conftder coolly. Let impartial truth 

* Weigh all my a&ions. Npc a deed is done 
^ But was concerted to advance thy pow’r, 

* Thy dignity and. honor.* 
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' Empty words, 

* No,* faid the monarch:^ ^ thou haft ftrip*d my throne^ 
' And made my fubjcdU greater than myrelf.’ 


‘ I crave thy patience,* faid the. prince aloud, 

* Firft hear, and then condemn- When the proud foe 
^ Publifh*d his haughty purpofe, to invade 

^ And defolate thy realm with fire and fword, 

‘ Didft thou not fend to a(V my father’s aid 2 
^ Was not a private poft difpacch’d to me, 

^ Requefting me to lead my country’s force ? 

‘ And came I not in hafte to join thy Medes 
‘ With thirty thoufand Perfians, chofen youths, 

* All hardy as the flint ? Didft thou not fay 
< Armenia had refus’d her cuftom’d tribute, 

‘ And would no^fend her flipulated force i 
‘ And went not I and ihook her feeble throne, 

‘ Makifsg her tributary juonarcb quake, 

* And gladly fend thee twenty thbufand foots 

‘ Four thoufand horfe, and money more than due ? 

* And 
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^ And when 1 join’d the^wich my newally^ 

^ And thy ten thoufand horle^ and hum^ous foot^ 
‘ March’d proudly after us to meet the foe* 

* Did 1 not lead the onlet againft force 

^ Of horfe thrice^ual, twice as many foor« 

‘ Four hundred chariots, and repulfe them all I 

* Where have I injur’d thee ?’ 

♦ 

* Proceed,’ he cried. 
Tell of thy adlions to tlie prefent houi^ 

* All thefe I grant were good.’ 

* 1 will proceed,’ 

Replied the prince, * tho’ ’twas hot in my heart 

* To boaft my actions in fo proud a tone.« 

< Fell not th’ AHyrian monarch in the fight, 

' And univerfal joy diffolv’d the ranks 

* Of thy tranfported Medes ? Fled not the foe 
‘ Undijr the covert of impending night, 

' And came not I petitioning (bme horfe 

G 4 
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‘To follow after them ? What were thy wc^ds? 

‘ It was thy wilh the army might have reft, 

‘ And yield a little to the force of joy. 

‘ I told thee I would on. *Twas my requeft • 

‘ Such as were willing of the Medes at leaft 
‘ Might bear me company, Confent was giv’n, 

‘ Thy free unlimited confent, and I 

* Went forward with my Perfians. All the Medes, 
‘ And thy permiflion jullificd the a6t, 

‘ With expedition follow’d. So we went, 

‘ And hand in hand furpriz’d the flying foe, 

‘ And lhar’d his treafiires, Ibmc approving God 
‘ Holding a lamp to guide our midnight march. 

‘ An army of Hyrcanian horfe had joined us, 

‘ And Gqbryas, an old Aflyrian Prince, 

* Revolted to us, /upplicating aid 

‘ To punifli his proud mafter for a crime 
‘ Not now to be rehears’d. * . We pitied him, 

‘ And full of ardor to tlijc very walls , 

‘ Of lofty Babylon prolonged our march. . ; 
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‘ Wc challeng’d the proud king to finglc fight 
Or univerfal battle. He refus’d. 

' We pafs’d the capital, and dreading nought, 

‘ March’d to the fortrefs of Gadatas, won 

* A great ally, moft hateful to his king, 

^ And ere we left him number’d with our friends 
‘ Cadiifian, Sacian, and Hyrcanian troops, 

' Eight thoufand horfe, and forty thoufand foot. 
‘ To Babylon once more—and on my foul 
' I do believe I fhould have ftorm’d her walls, 

^ Have let Rebellion in at all her gates, 

‘ And fet her crown on Cyaxares head, 

' But that the fretful monarch held my arm. 

* I left her fafe, and ceas’d to do thee good 
‘ For want of thy compliance.’ 

• ’Twas not well,* 

t 

Replied the monarch', • Cyrus, ’twas not well, 

' ’Twas not becoming one whole arm could dare 
‘ Deeds fo magnificent, to ilrip my fidn 
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^ Of cv’ry friend I hadr 'Tis true I gave 
‘ Unlimited confent. But were it juft, 

* Shouldft thou to honor fome deferving friend 

* Give him permiflion to take what he would, 

* Say were it juft that he fliould ftrip thy tent 

* And leave thee deftitutc of all thou hadft ? 

‘ Had I by fectet pradice won thy force, 

‘ And ftfently departed in the night, 

‘ Were it not grievous when the morning rofe, 

* Though thy permiflion juftified the a£t, 

* To find thyfelf forfaken and alone 
‘ And not a Perfian left 

* ■* f 

1 grant it were; 

* And if I h^ve difpleasy thee, I repent} * 

* I’m forry for it > for the nerves of war 

* Should ever a^t in corfeert. Weigh my fault, 
' And frccly-I repay thee.’ ^ 
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^ ‘ Njimc it not. 

I alk no recompencc. To own a fault 

* Is to repeal it, ’Twas a deed of youth.* 

* Now by my honor,* cried the Perfian Prince, 

^ There is fuch greatnefs in thofe gen'rous words 

^ It grieves me to have wrong’d thee. Chide no morej 
‘ Let us in union to the gen’ral camp i 
‘ Aflfume the majefty of Media’s king, 

* And give commandment to thy own again. ' 

^ To-morrow we’Jl confult, whether 'twere beft 
' To difunite our force, and leave the field, 

^ Or brave again the perils of the fword.* 

• 

* Do as thou wilt. I cheriih no diflike,* 

Replied the Monarch. * Let us a^ like friends, 

* And be the friends we feetn. Let not thy foot 

/ 

* Trefpafs on Honor’s bounds, no^ore ihall mine. 

* 1 take shy hand contented, Lead me hence 

* And (hew me all thy glory. 


With 
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With quick ftep 

Cyrus advanc’d and beckon’d to his hod. 

<» 

The horfc come flying on the wings of fpecd- 
Their equal-pacing hoofs on the dry plain 
Sound like approaching thunder. Hark, the word* 
And ev’ry horfeman curbs his eager fteed. 

And ev’ry fteed in patient order ftands. 

Behold the foot, an army iindifturb’d, 

And moving lightly at the leader’s word 
Void of incumbrance—at his word they halt. 

Then Cyrus fmiling bade the Monarch nnount, 
.Gave the known fignal, and th’ obedient Medes 
Followed their King. Himfclf his foaming fteed 
Mounted well-pleas’d and tow’rd the general camp 
With expedition rode. ' ' 

• ‘ ‘Upon a* brow 

Which cn^’crlook’d the white pavilion’d plain, 
Where all his pow’rs encamp’d, he paus’d while 
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To give his army reft and (hew the King, 

Ere yet the hov’ring fun withdrew his beams. 

His univerf^ hoft. Wav’d was the land 
With tented ftreets. And here and there a fpacc 
Was full of adive foldiers, bufy ftill 
Some with the lance^ and with the arrow ibme. 
Some marching haftily to force a pafs. 

Some ftedfaftly defending, fome engag’d 
To train the fiery fteed, and mounted fome 
On fcouring courfers fwifter than the wind. 

*Twas all confufion to a ftranger’s eye. 

But not to his who was the fecret Ipring 
Of ev’ry adion feen. With filent joy 
He welcom’d the grand profpe<ft, and approv’d 
The glorious uproar. Cyaxares (mil’d. 

And bade proceed. The willing Prince obey’d. 
But ere they march’d again, with fudden ihout 
Commanded all his army to announce 
The Prince returning and the King appeas’d. 
Three times they Ihoiited. All the plain was ftill. 


« 


Three 
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Three times the Ihout return’d. Down the rude flcep 
They march exulting, and thro* joyful ranks 
Come as the cv’ning clofes to their tentsi 

Full in the centre, on a rifuig ground. 

Stood a pavilion of enormous bulk 
Prepar’d for Cyaxares. To the door 
Cyrus hiUpfelf conducts him, and withdraws 
With promife to attend by early day. 

And call his gen’rals to the grand debate. 

The monarch enters, and in royal pomp 
Receives the homage of his bowing Medes. 

With eye tranfported he beholds the fpoil 
In frequent prefents brought, forgets his wrath, 
Banquets, rejoices, and applauds the Prince, 

And full of glory to his couch retires. 


Now 



N O W morning dawns, and the reludant fun 
Slowly afeending from a woody hill. 

Fringes the fleeting clouds that crols his way 
With fiery fcarlct. Cyrus and his train 
Wait at the door of Cyaxares’ tent. • v ' 

It opens, and the gorgeous King appears 
Array'd in pomp upon a throne of gold. 

Nor more delay, but cv’ry tongue is ftill, 

I'he Monarch rifes, and the fpeech begins. 

' Princes and friends, as iiifl in years and rank, 
^ So am 1 firfl to open the debate 
‘ And ftate the queftion. Whether'it were bed, 

* So many battles won, fo many foes 
' Defeated and repuls'd, fq^ many friends 

^ So many armies gain’d, and fo much fpoil- 

^ Whet/: 


■2 
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* Whether ’twcre beft, I fay, to keep the field, 

* Or, fatisfied with honor and fuccefs, 

* Embrace the blefiings of returning peace, 

* And to our homes dilperfe. Speak ye that wi(h, 
. * Regarding not our prefence, well afTur'd 

* We hear the voice of liberty with joy/ 

He ended, and Hyllafpas thus began. 

(A hardy Perfian with a foul of fire. 

Daring deftruftion with as little fear 
As flelh were flint) ^ I muft declare for war. 

* Shall we difperfe and Iheath the fword in peace 
‘ Ere we are warm with aftion ? What is done ? 

‘ We have but rous’d the lion. Shall we fly ? 

I 

* We have but wak’d the bear and ftol’n his cub. 

< And lhall we hdhie and lay our weapons by,^ 

* Fondly fuppofing he will let us rell: 

‘ Unmindfnl of revenge ? To arms and fight. 

* Expedt an onfet, for thj treacherous beaft^ 

< Lurks for occafion to employ his ieeth 


* And 
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* And glut his malice with a feaft of blood. 

‘ Or, if ye will, be confident. Difperfe, 

^ And leave me only to fuftain his rage. 

^ I fear him not, nor will I think of home, 

* Till I have lop*d this proud AlTyrian’s head, 

* And plac'd his crown upon Gadatas’ brow.' 

* Yet not alone, brave foldier,' faid a voice. 
The voice of Gobryas. * Let an old man 
^ At leafl: go with thee* Moft deferving King, 

* I crave thy patience that I thus prelume 

* To interrupt the council, but my wrongs 

* Still recent make me bold, and I forget 

^ That nature made me of AlTyrian blood. 

* Let me relate in your attentive ear 

' The tragic ftory of my murder’d boy. 

* I had a fon, and his remembrance yet 
‘ Is dear to half his country as to me. 

* His fov’reign, father of this tyrant, faw 

* And would have made his virtues clear ai dav 

m 
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^ By giving him his daughter. J, rejoic'd » 

* My Ton (hould wed the daughter of my King, 

* Sent him to court. Unhappy day! The Prince, 

‘ He who now holds the fceptre, vex'd to fee 

* His deeds outdone, and all his glory loft 
' In the fuperior luftre of my fon, 

^ Provok’d him to the chace. He thought at Jeaft 
‘ To have excell'd him in the dart and lance 
^ And agile feats of ikilful horfemanlbip. 

‘ But here alike unequal, twice he threw, 

* Twice mifs'd, and twice with afterrftroke mv fon 

* Transfix'd his game. With difappointment ftung, 

* And all on fire with envy, favage dog, 

* He could no longer hold, but fnatch’d a lance 

f 

* And hurl'd it at my boy. Forgive my tears, 

^ His aim was fatal.’ 


‘ Bafe tyrannic deed,’ 

Exclaimed Hyftafpas, * lliall he live for th^s ? 
* Let us pour lightning in at all his gates. 


* And 
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^ And roufe a peal of thunder in his cars 
Shall fhake his palaces to ruins.* 

^ Think’, 

Proceeded Gobryas, ^ think what a change, 

* Think what a grievous change was there. Thefe arms, 

* With which 1 thought to blefs a wedded fon, 

‘ Were bitterly conftrain’d to feal his eyes 

^ And deck his bier. Unhappy boy I the down 
‘ Had fcarce begun to Ihew its early growth 
^ Upon his manly cheek, when murJVous death 
‘ Shut up his lips for ever. Nor was he, 

^ This Babylonifh tyrant, at the deed 
' Warm with a fpark of pity or remorfe, 

* Oft would the good old King his father weep 
^ And comfort my misfortune, and were he 

* Yet living, to your tents my worthy friends 
^ I ftill had been a ftranger j for my foul 
^ Abhors the man who can defert his fiiend. 

* But how, when he who flew my only boy 

H 2 
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* Came to the throne, could I fupport his arms ? 

* I thought indeed to have forfook the field, 

* And fent my Ton to fight his father’s foes. 

* But earth had no fuch happinefs for me, 

* And here I am a deftitute old man, 

' Oblig’d to feek the meafure of revenge 

* From you, my enemies. Will ye difperfe 
« And leave me only to oppofe his wrath ? 

‘ What can I do againft a foe fo ftrong, 

* Burning with rage for my difloyal flight ? 

' Remember, worthy Prince, when to his walls 

* I bore thy challenge. Did he not declare 

* He not repented he had kill’d my fon, 

* It only griev’d him that the father liv’d. 

* How then fliall I efcape ? Think of my wrongs 

* And think I have a daughter, and will yet 

‘ Do much to ferve you that my daughter live/ 

^ AfHi6t:ed Prince, thy injuries arc great^^*^ 

Said Artabazus, a deflgning Mede, 
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One who abhor’d the field, afraid at heart. 

But hid his cowardice with hoary locks. 

External zeal, and plaufible parade. 

* Thy injuries are great, but public good 

^ Muft not be weigh’d againft domcftic lofs. 

* ’Twere beft that we difperfe. Enough is done 
^ To (hew the proud Aflyrian we can fight, 

* And dare repel him if he dares aflault. 

' Let us retreat. He will not urge us more, 

* But confeious of our flrength lie Hill and fieep. 

* If we prefume to ftir him up again 

* Defpair may make him valiant, and the Gods, 

* Offended at our thirft to deal in blood 

* When juftice has been done us, may repent 

* And thwart our arrogance with great defeat.’ 

* Peace Artabazus,’ faid a manly voice, 
Chryfantas fpoke, an honorable Perfian, 

Efteem*d by Cyrus, and the firft in rank 
Next to the Prince, of fiature low and mean, 

H 3 
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And little of the foldicr in his look. 

But wife and prudent. * Peace, reftrain thy tongue. 

* Forbode no evil. If thy courage fail 
^ Return to pleafure and domeftic cafe, 

^ Sleep thro* the day and die in nature’s coiirfe. 

‘ Be not a chifd in judgment. For the mind 
' In retrograde diredtion to the body, 

‘ And feeble in our youth, the ftronger grows 
‘ The longer we hold on our courfe of years j 
^ And v/lien our limbs and thefe external powVs 
‘ By which we adt forfake us, then within 

* In her full (Irength fhe firs, and pilots home 
^ Unwary youth. It grieves me to perceive 

‘ A hoary head in underftanding w’eak, 

' Shall we difperfe with vidlory date 
‘ And flrong wiih numbers ? Shall we lliun the foe 

I 

‘ Already beaten and aghaft with fear, 

^ And give him courage by a mean retreat ? 

‘ Shall we defert thefe generous allies 
^ Who purchas’d us feciirity and peace. 
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^ And fend them home for the tyrannic King 
To punilh at his leifure ? bafe return. 

' We once were feeble. Were we feeble ftill 

* *Twerc prudent to dilpcrfe. But we arc ftrong, 

‘ And it were gratitude to fight for thefe 

* By whofe alliftance we defy the foe, * 

* And pay their labors with a lafting peace. 

« But how (hall peace be lading if we fly? 

^ Tho* weak myfelf, and of the puny race, 

‘ And no Achilles with the roc-buck*s foot . 

‘ And giant's arm, tho’ for attempts of drength 
' And corp’ral energy I may be rank’d 

* Lad of ten thoufand, I declare for war, 

‘ Continual war, ’till we have won the realm 

• 

* Of proud Aflyria, all her flocks and herds, 

^ And all the luxury abundance pours 

* Upon her gorgeous capital s till chains 

* Have humbled Croefus, and we fee the vine 
' The ]ig-tree and the olive bear for us 

* Their rich autumnal load: ’till Cyrus* name 

H 4 * Is 
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^ Is echoed from the fartheft eadern fhore 

^ To Phrygia and the Grecian I-Iellefpont, 

‘ And ev’ry wind wafts home a golden fleece 

‘ To blefs his mild and happy fovVeignty.’ 

0 

* Brave foldicr/ cried the Prince,' thy prudent voice 
‘ Speaks truth and reafon. 'Twere enormous guilt 
‘ Not to fupport our generous allies, 

m 

‘ Not to be adlive to eftablifli them 
' As they for us. My fufFrage is for war. 

^ To night, for fo thefe letters have inform’d me, 

* My father fends, at my requeft, a force 

‘ Of forty thoufand Perfians. Join’d by thefe 
‘ What need we fear ? Who has not courage then 
‘ May leave us and retire. Let us be brave. 

‘ Let preparation found in all our tents. 

* Let us build tow’rs and chariots, and invent 
‘ Dreadful expedients to confound the foe; 

* Nor reft till we have quell’d the tyrant’s ragt, 

^ And laid his mighty city in the duft.* 
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He 
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He ended, and the crowd with one confent 
touted applaufci all but a Angle voice. 

'Twas Artabazus, and he 'gaij excufe 
His poor advice, but murnnur fiird tli^ tenf. 
And red with indignation he retir'd. 

That moment to the tent Pheraulas came. 
And brought deferters from th* Aflyrian h®fl, 
*Twas their report the difappointed King 
And all his army, laden with the Ipoils 
Of their great city, had 4)egun their mar^h 
Tow'rd Lydia. ^ Their report,' Pheraulas faid 
‘ Spread in an inftant thro’ the Perfian camp, 

^ And all our army to .a Angle man 
' Are up in arms. They lay that at thy name 
' AArighted, the proud tyrant feeks a den 
^ To lock up and fecure his mighty trealiiresi 

f 

^ And if we march not ere the cJofe of day, 

* Before ^’e camp upon Euphrates* banks 
' He ^iJl have ftrip'd his gorgeous palacear 
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* Of all the wealth and plenty they contain. 

* So will the fcanty payment of our toils 
^ Be only to behold where once the king 

* Lock'd up the trcafures which his grandfire won; 

* Enormous treafures, of whofe large account 

‘ We all have knowledge^ llnce there are alive 
‘ Who yet remember Egypt unfubdued 

* And her, rich neighbour the unfocial Jew. 

‘ Such are their hafty words, while we wlio rule 
‘ In vain attempt to moderate their ardor. 

* Like the loud torrent of tjie latter rain 

* They flounce along in their impetuous courfc,** 

‘ And fweep all argument away before them.* 

^ Let them go on/ replied the ftedfaft Prince 
Nothing difturb*(}. ‘ ’Tis the weak judgment's law 
^ Not to abate till it o’erflow its bounds, 

* And diffipate its force. When time and truth 

' Have brought them to their fcatter’d wits again 
‘ They wijl be temper’d with an eafy rein. 


* And 
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‘ And our affairs, as they were wont, glide on 
•In channel iindiftufb’d. Think ye the king 
^ Would give up Babylon in fuch a mood ? 

* Truft me, my friends, *twill be an arduous talk 
^ To force him from it. Recolle(fl: the day 

* When to his high and towery walls advanc’d, 

* I fent out Gobryas, and bade him fay 

^ Myfclf would fight the tyrant, fhould he dare 
‘ In fingle combat with me to contend 5 
Or we would all engage him man to man. 

^ Say v/as his anfwcr fuch as might betray 
' A coward heart, or intimate a fear. 

‘ Proudly fecurc, he bade us come again, 

‘ For then he had no .leifure to fight with us. 

‘ 'Fhink not the monarch has forlbok his city. 

‘ Avoids the fubtle tyger his fall-hold, 

^ Or flies the lion from his den ? 'Tis there, 

* Growling in darknels, he defies the dart, 

* And ckres thee to coipe in. And Babylon, 

* Shall mighty Babylon/ Euphrates’ pride. 


‘ The 
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* The world's aftonifhmenr, wall'd up to Heav’n, 
' Gated with brafs, bolted with iron beams, 

* Be thought too weak to guard a nation’s wealth r 

* Go hence Pheraiilas, and report my words. 

* Tell them the tyrant has begun his march 

* To piircliafc Cjoefus. I commend their zeal, 

* And fay, if Cyaxares gives cenfent, 

* lire day declines, myfdf will lead them on 
^ To intercept the king in iiis return, 

‘ And give him battle for his gold/ 


He faid, 

And Cyaxares rofe. ' Go on,’ he ciied, 

^ Go on, brave youth, and build eternal fame 

* Upon Affyiia’s ruin. I retire, 

* * For my attendance will iciard thy march. 


* Mr. Rollin is of opinion that Cyaxares was only one yea 
older than his nephew Cyrus. Upon what evidence he founds his 
conjeilure, the author of tliis poem is altogether igporant; but 
having found him, in many initances, an incorreft tranflator, he 
has ventured to believe that he is'here alfo under a miftake. In 
the great hunt mentioned in the. firll book of the Cyropcedia, 

Cya.xares 
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^ Take of my Mcdes t\vo-t!urJs, the reft be mine 
^ To guaid my frontiers, and attend my court. 

« Go, and the Gods be with thee.* 

Cyaxares is difpatched by Aftyages to be tlic gaardian of Cyrus, 
who was but a boy. Again, when the king of Babylon’s fon came 
to hunt upon the borders of Media, and Allyages met him with an 
armed force, an aftivc part of the troops were given to the com¬ 
mand of Cya.\ares; olilccs for wliich he can hardly be fuppofed 
properly qualified, if but a year older tlian Cyrus; w'ho was, as 
Xenophon informs us, at tliis time not more than fifteen or fixtccn. 
He ftill adheres to his error, and tliinks Xenophon muft be milbi- 
ken, when he favs that the daughter of Cvaxares afterwards mar- 
ried to Cyrus, was much beloved by him wlicn they were children 
together at the court of their grandfather. Still continuing in this 
opinion, he ventures to place ilie marriage of Cyrus mucli earlier 
than tiie ludorian, an event w liich could not pofiibly have taken 
place fo foon, if Cyaxares had been io young. Some hiflorians 
indeed had find that Cyrus married the fijlcr of Cyaxares, but this 
account Xenophon ieje.^s as pot tine. Cyaxares, therefore, in 
this poem is ilrawii as much older tijan the prince. Ills own be¬ 
havior, and the deference and refpeit he received fjom Cyrus, are 
a fufficient proof that he was fo. 

At aiiothcr place Mr. Rollin fays that LabrrofoirchoJ w'as the 
King who injured Gobry.i:, by l.illing I'.k Ion, and ibibears to 
mention the tranfport'. of fJobryas and Gadataj, their kifling the 
hands and feet of Cyrus, anilwctpl?'g Ibi joy, w'lien Bellhazzar 
was furpitzed and llain; tiiough the latter circumfiancc plainly 
proves that Belfliazzar, and not Laborcfoai chod, wms the man who 
had iniured both. 


Again, 
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' Live the king, 

' Long live the king,* the joyful crowd exclaim’d. 
The army heard it, and repeated flioiits 
Round the pavilion thunder’d. 


Cyrus rofe. 

A hidden thought had ftrnck him. He look’d round, 
* And where,’ lie cried, ^ is that brave youth Arafpes r 
‘It was his cuflom to aflift us much 
‘ In thelc our confulrations. Is he here?’ 


No voice replied; but Artabazus rofe, 

Arafpes’ enemy, with fecret ire 
Inwaidly burning. For the gen’rous youth 

Again, the challenge which Cyrus offered Bclfliazzar the fiifl. 
lime he caiiic to the walls of Babylon, Mr. Rollin makes him offer 
when he returns agaiii from the territory of Gadatas, at which time, 
from motives of prudence, he did not approach to be feen from 
the walls, but marched dircftly away to the frontiers of Media. 

Many more errors of lefs importance might be pointed out; but 
the talk is invidious, and perhaps too much Jias been faiJ already. 


Had 
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Had mark’d his cowardice, and in the field, 
\Vhen the grey rebel would have turn’d and fled. 
Pointed his fword, and bade him fight or die. 
With envy too he burn’d, becaufe the youth 
Was Cyrus’ friend, and he was fcarce efteem’d. 
He rofe, and with a traitor’s fmile began. 

‘ I can inform you of the noble youth. 

* As hitiicrward I came at break of day, 

* I met him not far hence with folded arms : 

^ His pace was gentle when I faw him firft; 

* But as I nearer drew, and mark’d his gait, 

* Studious to know from what ungracious caufe 

‘ He was at fuch an hour unarm’d and idle, 

• 

‘ Wont to be ever bufy, and with thee 

* In council firfi, he turn’d afide and fled. 

* I came upon him unawares, and couch’d 

* Under the wood that with its friendly lhade 

* Begirds the lake faft by, of him unfeen, 

^ Took notice of his aflions and his words. 


‘ No 
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* No fooner did he paufe, but witli a fighj 

* As he had loft a kingdom, on the grafs 

^ That on the margin grew of the calm lake 

* He threw himfelf, and thinking no one near, 

* Por’d on the pure expanfe, himfelf as ftill 

* As the fmooih flood, which to the rifins: Ilin 
‘ Its glowing mirror held without a wrinkle- 

* At lafl- he fpied within the lake a fifli 

‘ That fporced to and fro, and feem’d to ioy 
^ In tlie fun’s guiial ray.’ Happy eftatc. 

Yea, happieiV,” (aid he, if thus to fport 
Be all thy care ^ and who but would cxcliange, 

“ And for ihy liappintf» tlie wide world quit, 

“ And be content to dwell in fliailow pook. 

'' With thee Ambition lives nor, nor widi dice 
Pleads the fl.irv’d lover his rejeded fint 
With unavailing tears.” ‘ More he had laid, 

‘ But from the thicket rufliVl a haonflrous boar 

* Hot from the chacc, and would have flak’d his tliirft, 
^ Had not the moody hero, half-furpris’d, 

‘ Leap’d 
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* Lcap’d upi and bade the briftly fool begone. 

I was amazement all, to think unarm’d 

* He fhould jjj^efume difdainfully to frown 

‘ Upon r.he angry beaft, and thought ere long 
^ To his horrible refentment rous’d. 

' Put alike amaz'd to fee the boy 

* Loci: gnrn, and threaten, fled into the wood 
r *"..i.ri''. He unappal’d again laid down, 

/ i vvJie; I left him wa: intent to mark 

* And inoi aiiz'" che afeions of a fly. 

^ Soon uCt . as I pafs'd the captive’s tent, 

' I alk’d her /ants of him ; whether love 
^ Had not prevail’d, and he his amorous fuit 
‘ Pleaded unheara. Sulpicion was confirm’d.* 

‘ Go then/ exclaim’d the prince, * and fell the 
' youth 

' He wrongs me. Bid him haflen to my tent, 

* And fay I wait his coming. We mean while, 

' When Cyaxares has diimils’d the court, 

I 


• Will 
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* Will iee what farther preparation needs 

* To fee us on our march.* 


The council role* 

Each to his tent rcturn*d. Then all the camp 
Relbunded with applaufe, and frequent ilrokes 
Of ardent preparation. To the tent 
Of fad Panthea Artabazus fpeeds. 

Proud of his office, and refolv’d at heart 
To vex the noble youth, and ding him deep 
With all the wafp’s refentment. 

With the queen. 

Caught in the chains of love, Araipes dands, 
Jud enter’d from his lonely tedious walk* 

All pity, and all admiration he. 

And (he all gratitude and grief. She wept 
To think herlelf a captive, and no more 
The qiieen of Abradates. Yet a iinile 
Would often diflipate the clouds of grief^ 
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And make her fbrrows lovely as the morn 
Sparkling with dews. Tranfported he look’d on. 
Alive to nought but love^ Behold her now 
AdminiH’ring fwcet comfort to her friend, 
Breathing the fighs of love, not underftood. 

But deem’d by her the fymptoms of fatigue. 

She thought, perhaps, fome undermining grief 
Had found a fecret way into his heart. 

Unmerited as hec!|« Or from the chace 
And toilibme labours of the field return’d, 


His flrengtli 


was f^nr, and weary nature crav’d 
Needful refrcfhment, * Wilt thou eat ?’ Ihe cried, 
‘ What fhall I give thee to recruit thy ftrength ? 

* Sit down and let me fefve thee^* 


* Lovely woman, 

* 1 am not weary,’ faid the thankful youthi 

* Hunger and thirft are drangers to my lips i 

* For who could third or hunger, let his eye 

* But feed like mine upon Pantbea's cheek ? 

1 2 Let 
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' Let me gaze on, and gaze an age away- 
* At fuch a feaft, great gods, who envies you 
‘ Your nedtar and ambrofia V 


* Noble youth,* 

Replied Panthea, with a downcafl; eye, 

‘ Alas ! I fear thou wouldft beguile my. heart, 

* And rob it of its love to Abradates.* 

' • 

* Fear not,’ he cried, * Upon a foldicr’s word, 

** I would not wrong thee of a moment’s peace 

* To be the monarch of the univerfe.’ 

* I kneel and thank thee,’ faid the grateful queen, 

‘ Rife, rife!’ exclaim’d the youth •, * thofe charms 

K 

* By fuch a pofture mull not be difgrac’d. 

* ’Tis mine to kneel, and thine to be ador’d. 

* Heav’n gave no msyelly to me. This hard 

* Bears not a feeptre, nor this head a crown,* 


3 


• Yc: 
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'Yet thou haft virtues,' faid the fifing queen, 

* Bright as the train of heav’n. To fuch arc due 
' Humbleft obeifance, nor need majefty 

' E’er bluih to yield it, though it fway the world. 

* O gen'rous youth, thy kindnefs has rcfvir’d 

f 

* The recolledlion of more happy days, 

' It was for fuch a man, fo good, fo great, 

' I fpurn’d the pleafures of domeftic life, 

' And fought field to be Love’s miniftcr.’ 

' *Twas nobly done. Repent it not,* he cried. 
Virtue may fufFer, but ftie cannot fall, 

' All her deferts are regifter’d in heav’n, 

' And the great gods themlelves have lealed their bond 
' That flic (hall live and profper. Shall we pine, 

' And be dilhearten’d with a day of grief, 

' When the fame hand which brought afflidion on 
' Retains its pow’r, and can with equal cafe 
' Remove it ?' 



Oh! 
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‘ Oh ! I blame it not^’ (he faid, 

^ Adverfity is go^, I had not known 
^ How much I ow’d to Heav'n, if bitter chance 
' Had not reduced me to this painful hour, 

' And lhould*the gracious gods again reftore me 

* To the fond arms of that deferving man, 

< Whofe abfence is the lofs of all I love, 

‘ 1 ihall be blell: indeed j bled as thofe gods 

* Who live for ever, blcft in him, in thee i 

* In him my hufband, and in thee, my friend. 

* He (hall love chee^ and thou fhalt honor him i 

* For he is hon’rable, and fo art thou; 

* And I will love you both, him firft, then thee. 

* O happy, happy days! Shall I be free ?* 

* Thou ihajt be free,* exclaim’d the am’rous 
* youth,* 

' 1 fwear thou fhalt. 'But wilt thoii love me then ? 

' Canft thou low Abradates and lov^ me ? • 


* A man 
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‘ A man fb dignified^* replied the queeiii> * 

* By virtuous adkions, ev’jy foul mult love. 

* 1 love thee much« but not like Abradates. 

* He is my hulband. All my heart is his, 

* And ’tis through him 1 love thee» for-I know 

* He too ^il] love thee,If he difapproves, 

‘ Then muiV not I eiieem. But he is great> 

^ And will repay thy goodnefs to his queen 

^ With many a charity, and many a fnulc/ 

« Yet if I make thee five/ rejoin’d fhr youth, 

< Wilt thou not love me with an equal fiuire 
' Of pure afTedlion ? Say the Sufian king 

< Firft won thy love, and firft obtain’d thy hand, 

? Yet did he never fave thee from the chain 

^ Of galling fervitudc/ 

’ An equal ihare 

< Of pureaffe^ionj* faid the virtuous queen, 

* It is not in Panthea’s pow’r to give. 

I 4 


* 1 thought. 
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* I thought^ indeed, I could Ipve none but him, . 

* Yet h^s fhy goodnefs,made me love thee much, 

** I cannot fay hpw much, but be afiur'd 

' I love thee.much, yea m^ote than all mankind^ 

* Save him.' 


* Yea.moft pf all,* exclaim’d the youth; 

^ I fee confcflton lurking in thine eye, . 

' And, but for modefty, tliou badft declar’d 

* Thou lov’H me only. Come then,.let me feize 
^ That honey’d kifs, that on thy crimfbn lip 

* Stands centinel, andJoligs to be reliev’d/ 

* Away, away, ngir drive me to defpair/ 

* What,’ faid the baffled youth, ^ is one poor kifs 

* Too greatLa.gift ior him xebo makes thee^ee ? '' ' 

^ Is gratitude a.debt b. fbon^dilcharg’d ? ^ " 

* But I,will 9 PC upbraidtbee». :Haply yet 

* Thou wilt beilow it, and art oow.ib coy > *. 

• Only 
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* Only to make it fweeter half refbs’d. 

Come then and let us cancel love’s account 

* Be all the gratitude a friend delervcs 

* In one fweet kifr colieded> and by^Heav’d 

* 1 will not alk for more. Muft the brave foul 

* Which never felt a forrow of its own 

* Yet of a neighbor’s* grief by choice partakes, 

* Muft that brave foul no recompence receive ? 
' It were a tax indeed on charity 

* To be fo hardly tifrd.* 


* Yet the brave foul,* 
Replied Panthea^ with a ftedfaft lookj 

* Never requires a xecompenCe^bJUrge, 

* That to bdlow it wc muft wrong another. 

* Kneel not, for ail intreaty lhall be vain. 

* Thou ihalt not move me tl^ thou weep a fea. 

* Command a gift I mqrin juftice give, 

' Thouiftialt obuiir it chough it make me poor 
t For ever an^ fQ|'ever.* 
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Exclaim'd t|ie youth. - 


* Love me then/ 


• I love thee much,' fhc faid, 

* And I lhall love tlice more, as time unfolds 

* And opens all thy virtues to my view. 

' But with unbounded love 1 cannot love fhcc, 

^ Afk it no more.' 

V •t' I 

W 

‘ It is enough,* he’cried, 

* I give thee mine, unbounded as the Iky, 

* And as the ocean deep. O lovely quefn, 

* Beauty ufurps the empire of my heart, 

* All its affedions —^ Artaljazus here! 

‘ What would you, fbldier ?' 

i • 

m 

• ‘ Why that frown, "Arafpes?* 

S.iid Artabazus, v^ith a’-lookof fcorn, 

‘ What Ms a foldfer's duty done fo foon, 

‘ TTe may be lavifli of his time and wit,' * 

% 


* And 
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^ And fpcnd his patience at the rniitlcfs fiegc 
" Of froward beauty, never to be won V 

" A truce to thy reproaches/ cried the youths 

* Or thou fhalt quickly my rclentmcnt feel, 

' And bitterly repent thy coming thus 

‘ Boldly intrufive/ 

‘ Silence, fancy boy,* 

Said Artabazus with an angry frown, 

' Nor think, were I unarm’d, and we alone, 

' I'hy magifterial threats ihould Icuil my lips. 
f Cyrus himfelf has fent me to thy tent, 

‘ And charg’d me to upbraid thee for negledl/ 

* Be ftill a moment,’ the vex’d youth replied, 

* And ipare thy malice till convenient time 
' Gives us occafion to coaveriib alone/ 
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‘ We arc alone,’ ' the frowning chief replied, 

• The captive is retir’d. Is it thy fear 

• The public mouth fhould chatter of thy fault ? 

^ *Tis in the lips of ev’jy one. Myfelf 

‘ Heard it in council. ’Twas the common talk 

• Of all the I’oldicrs as I paft their tents. 

• Is this the man who once fo ftoutly fought, 

• Firft in the field, and at the council firft, 

• Cyius’ right hand, the foul of biavery, 

• So fame, lb gentle, lb befool’d by love, 

• A mighty hero by a purblind child ? 

• Is there a Ibldier but thvfelf would kneel 

» • 

' And pray for conquefl:, love-lick boy ?* 

» ’ 

* Peace, peace,’ 

Arafpes cried. * Rellrain thy venom’d tongue^ 

• Nor fpeak of love as if it were unfit 

• The hardy foldicr’s heart Ihould give it room. 

• The Gods themfclves have lov’d, and we are Gods 

• When our hard hearts have learn’d to love like them. 

* Accufe 
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^ Accufe me not. It is a ntiyllery 
' Not to be underftood of thee, old man, 

* Who in the favagc afls of murdVous war 

* Haft loft humanity and kind regard, 

^ And all thy better felf, deriv’d from Heav'n, 

' So ftrangely forfeited, that of the man 
^ Nothing remains but the mere wither’d hulk. 

^ Put up thy fword. Be valiant in the field. 

^ Fight with the enemy. To flied Iiis blood 
^ Were juft and hon’rable. To thirft for miiie, 

^ TIio’ I provoke thee with no wifli to live, 

‘ Is bafe and cowardly. Put up thy fword. 

' Thy arm is paralytic; fee, it fhakes. 

* I could difanii thee with a rufli. The tongue — 

* That is thy weapon, 'with the tongue contend. 

‘ Batter my ears. Be birrer as revenge, 

‘ As pride and difappointed hate can make thee. 

* I will endure ir, for I fear rhec nor.’ 

^ lufulting 
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* Infulting boy/ es^claim'd the hoary chief, 

Staring Vith fury, * proud infulting boy, 

* I would have cut thy love-fick heart in two, 

* Have Ihed thy blood, and trod thee under foot; 

* But I defpife thee, I dePpife thee, boy. 

* I will not kill thee, for that bcardlefs face 

* Was born but yefterday. I’d fooner dip 
< My polilh’d weapon in a chicken’s blood. 

Than (lain it with the crimfon ftreams that warm 
‘ Thole maiden cheeks of thine. Live, love, and figh. 
‘ Think not of Cyrus. Bid the Prince be gone, 

* And fight his bloody battles by himfelf 

' I told him of the youth who rofe betimes, 

‘ Regardlefs of his fummons, and when I 
‘ Went to the council, in the morning fun 

' Balk’d on the woody brink of yon finooth lake- 

\ 

‘ I told him of the filh, the boar, the fly, 

' And how the water to his frequent fighs 

* Stood all attention, and in filent fcorn ^ 

* Smil’d at the follies wrought upon its banks# 

* 1 told 
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♦ I told him that the Queen had won his Mede, 

# 

'.And he difpatch’d me to upbraid the boy. 

‘ He bade me tell him that he did him wrong, 

' Unpardonable wrong, and muft that hour 
' Come to his tent. That hour has long been gone, 
' And 1 will hence and tell him that the Mode 
' Scorns his ambaffador and fears not him. 

' Go, trufty (bldicr, fly the Prince’s wrath, 

‘ Employ thy fword in the AflTyrian’s caufc, 

' And let ingratitude imbrue her hands 
' In her own country’s blood. Thou art not fafc 
' Within thcfe tents; let me advife thee, fly. 

' Stay not, for Artabazus is thy foe, 

' And Artabazus has the Prince’s car/ 

He faid and left him. Heartily afham’d 
He flood, he walk’d, he wept. Surely the Prince 
Was not fo angry as the foldicT faid. 

Is there ao room fot pity ? Are all hearts 
Inflexible as thine, O lovely woman ^ 


ik 
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He knew the Prince condderate and kind^ 

4 

And his great foul might yet perhaps forgive. 
He would not fly, for that were to renounce 
All chance of happinefs. Shall he be bold 
And go to Cyrus ? Shame and fear forbid. 

Shall he purfue the Queen ? Love whifpers ay. 
But duty and the mandate of the Prince 
Thunder an awful nay. Perplex'd with doubt. 
Thrice he approach'd Panthea, thrice retir’d. 
Thrice knit his brows, and ventur’d to the door^ 
Aiid thrice withdrew, not daring to be feen. 

At length determin’d to obey the Prince, 

He left his tent, and marching thro’ the camp. 
Came with flow flep to his pavilion door. 




Old 



Oi -D Artabazus was at Cyrus’ ear 
Infufing poifbn. With a traitor’s tongue 
He magnified AraQ^’ fault, yet wliin’d 
And even wept as he purfu’d his tale. 

That feeming pity, and a fhow’ry eye 
Might hide the purpofe of his envious heart. 

He thought to ftifle friendfhip, and divert 
Cyrus* afFeftion from the noble Mcde, 

Hoping preferment in Arafpes* fall. 

But Cyrus knew his envy, knew his hate, 

Knew his ambition. With attentive ear 
He heard his tale, commended his regard. 

But gave no credit to his hollow grief. 

‘ Fear aot,’ he cried, * the youth may yet be wife. 

‘ See where he comes with folemn alpe^, flow 

K * As 
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* As aged Priam following to the tomb 

* His warlike fon. How heavy is his grief I 

' How largely he repents ! His downcaft head 

* Hangs like the morning lily drown’d in dew. 

* Leave us together, and prepare to march. 

* By this time our allies have ftruck their tents, 

‘ And wait our orders to proceed. Strike thine, 

' And hold thy Medes in readinefs to move 
‘ At half a moment’s warning. Quick, begone.’ 

He went in hafte, but ere he reach’d rlic dooi 
Arafpes enter’d. With a fiery eye. 

That flalh’d with indignation and difdain, 

He pafs’d him haughtily, and frown’d a curfc 
For his unhop’d obedience. The griev’d youth 
Regarded not, but hailed to the Prince. 

He purpos’d to have (poke, but hidden lhame 
Put fetters on his tongue, and made him dumb. 

• ^ And can there need a hirer proof of giiilr,* 
Exi^aim’d the Prince, tranfported at the fight. 
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* Than when the culprit (lands before his judge 
Silent and felf-accus’d ? Is confcience’ voice 
^ So powerfulj that e*en a foldier*s tongue 
^ Dare not fay nay to her r’ 

He faid and paus’d. 

The youth abafh’d replied ! ‘ O wordiv Prince, 

' I am afliam*d to look upon thee. Guilt 
^ Of blacked nature dares me in the face, 

‘ And my bafe heart tha*’ 4 <mid refentmen: djcads 
^ Its drange ingratitude delerves.’ 

' Fear not,* 

Replied the Prince. ^ There is not much to blame. 
^ To fail is human, and the foldier’s lot 
‘ Is often to mifearry. ’Fwas not thine 
^ To drive with love and beauty, and prevail, 

^ I told thee *twas not, when ^tiy forward zeal 
‘ Boaded,its power lo outbrave alike 
* The frown of anger and the fmile of love. 

K 2 


‘ The 



PANTHEA. 

* The hero’s heart is neither fteel nor flinf. 

' Youth in the powerful rays of beauty’s noon 
‘ Is ice before the fun. As foon expeft 
‘ Snow to be ftcdfaft in the midft of flame, 

* As youth to look on beauty and not love. 

‘ ’Twould melt a mountain, ’twould diflblve a world. 
Be wife in future, and believe thy friend, 

* That Babylon may lofe, but love will win. 

‘ Cyrus may conquer all the realms on earth, 

* But love ftill triumphs, and may conquer him/ 

* O Cyrus/ faid the youth, * thy gen’rous heart 
‘ Is all compaflion to the man who needs, 

* I ever found thee willing to forgive, 

* And hide the faults of thy deluded friend. 

' Would all that follow thee were like thee good. 

* How fcornfully did ev’ry one I paft 

* Hold up his head, and whifper to his fellow, 

* Each thought himfelf fuperior and me fall’n. 

'ipnc with more friendly purpofe than the reft 

^ Advis’d 
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' Advis’d me not to meet thee, but revolt, 

*. And draw my fword in the Affyrian’s caufe. 

* I heard him not, for I had known thee long, 

‘ Had felt thy goodnefs oft, and did not fear 
5 But Cyrus would forgive me once again.* .. 

* Regard them not,’ replied the Prince and linil’d 
‘ The Gods thcmfclves have lov’d, *tis hon’rable. 

‘ It is the vulgar’s error ftill to blame 
« Where reafon lies beyond the fhallow reach 
‘ Of their unletter’d wit. Think no more of it. 

^ I have forgiv’n, and they fhall all ere long 
‘ Regard thy deeds with wonder and amaze, 

‘ If I may venture to unfold fo far 
' The book of future time. Haft thou a wilh 
‘ To do me fervice ?’ 


* How is’c pofliblc ?* 

Exclain^’d the youth, ‘ inform me, and I fly 
' Upon the wings of lightning to my tafk.’ 


* Look 
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^ Look out upon my army,’ faid the Prince, 

^ Beliold my Bents all ftruck, my horfe and foot 
‘ Ready to march, my chariots and my tow’rs 
^ All harnefs’d. Cvaxares is appeas’d, 

^ And 'With a third part of his Medes return’d. 

^ ikfore an hour expires, this nimiVoiis hofl 
^ Moves on to meet B'dlhazzar, and his friend 
‘ The Lydun Cicefns. Fifteen days and nights 
^ We niiifl go foiwaid, ere wc reach the Ipot 
' Where I propofe to intercept their route 
' And give tlicin battle. I would learn mean time 
^ What their force is, how arm’d, and how difpos’d, 
^ Go then, and under color of di/grace 
' Mix with the enemy and maik their llrcngth, 

* Rumor lhall fay, Arafpes in difguft 

" Is fled from Cyrus,” * and by rumor led, 

‘ They fhall admit thee to their whole dcfigns. 

* So ill all we learn the utmoft that we need/ 


It 
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' It fliall be done/ replied the ready youth. 

Say that I fled thee angry at reproof, 

‘ And eic another and another night 

* Have drawn their ipangled curtains overhead, 

* rjl be at Cicefus elbow with a tale 

‘ Shall melt the moft obdurate heart to pity.' 

* *Tis well, brave youth,'replied the Prince. ‘Butfay 

* Canft thou forfakc Panthca ?’ 

* Ah!’ he cried, 

« At that dear name my fear'd wound bleeds afrefli. 

‘ *Tis mufic that would make a favage tame. 

* It overwhelms, my foul, and my fond heart, 

■ 

< Convuls'd at the fweet found, recoils and faints. 

‘ I have two fouls (fuch impious fophiftry 

* I^ve teaches me) which, like two mighty Kings, 

‘ Ever contending for the fov'reignty, 

* Stir fedition and revolt within rhe. 

‘ While we converfe together, and I feel 

K 4 
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‘ Secret corrc(Elion from the bolt of truth ' 

* Shot home, my better foul in triumph rides, 

‘ Borne on the wings of reafon to her throne, 

* But when Panthca with the rebel fides, 

* She comes with power not to be withftood, 

' Contends with reafon's felf, and overturns 

* The throne of her adopted. Once again 

* My better foul, by revolution ftrange, 

‘ Sits on her throne. O Cyrus, I am thine 
‘ Yet wholly. To cemfoupd thy foes I fly 

* With all the good-will of an honeft heart, 

* Which never feels itfflf fo much at large 
‘ As when it ferves fo generous a friend,* 

4 • • • • • • 

‘ Go then,* replied the Prince, ‘ and there report 

* Whate’er, as done by us, may moft prevent 

^ And mar their future plans. When we advance 
^ To dare immediate battle, then return, 

* And ere they change their order we will on. 


• Ufc 



PA1)TH£A. 


*37 


* Ufc thy beft judgment and a good event 
' .Attend the undertaking. Say no more/ 

He ended, and Arafpes to his tent 
Return'd, not joyful, but with fullen look. 
Partly diflemblcd, partly not aflum'd. 

Since love has fadnefs that no brow can hide. 

His deed he mounts, and with a chofen few 
Rides unfufpefted to the utmoft camp, 

Paflfes the guard, and to his itedfail friends 
Reveals his purpofe. They provoke their deeds. 
And fly like arrows from the giant’s bow. 

*Twas needlefs to purfue. Then rumor ipread. 
An univerfal buz went thro* the camp 
And came to Cyrus. Some flirprize he fliew’d. 
But no deje^ion; bade the herald found. 

And gave his orders to begin the march. 

That moment all was motion. Over hills, 
Thro’ v.iles .^nd plains the multitudinous hoft 


Mov’d 
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Mov’d like an inundation. Dreadful ’twas 
To hear the prancings of th’ impatient horfe> 

To mark the various nations as they paft. 

To fee the glitt’ring of a million fpears. 

To look upon the mountains cloth'd with fiiields 

Tremendoufly refulgent, to behold 

The hollow vales with crowded chariots fill’d. 

And pond’rous tow’rs that thunder'd as they went. 

So terrible it was, the very earth 
Trembled and was afraid, conlcious perhaps 
That he who led them was the fword of God. 

Not far the march. The Prince commands a paufc. 
Left: a too Ipcedy progrefs leave behind 
Or implement, or carriage, or aught clfe 
Future ncceffity may wifli at hand, 

• 

Meantime Chryfantas fiom the captive Queen 
Repails t^ Cyrus. Since the march began. 

Oft had flic iirp/d iiini to acquaint the Prince 


That 



PANTHEA. 


That Abradarcs was Bclfliazzar's foe, 

Tho* bound to ferve him. *Twas licr warm requefl'. 
The Prince would give permiJlion that a Have 
Might to the foe defert, and letters bear 
ToAbradates. He was brave, file laid, 

And doubtlds would not Iirfiiatc to come. 

Kindly invited. So Arafpes* llighc, 

By Iicr occufion'd, fiiould be thrice aton’d. 

And Abradates fiiould fupport his arms 
With all the powV of Cyrus bow’d. 

And gave permiffion. 'Phen the army mov’d. 

Night follow’d, but the crefeent moon was up, 

Pier rrlobc half MU’d, and held her cheerful lamp 
priglic and unclouded to direeft their way. 


Twelve 
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Twelv L nigliu and days iluo' ihc proud tyrant's 
land 

They piifh'd thtir march with unabated zeal, 
Acciiftom'd to fatigue, and fcarce content 
To paiife, while Nature her loft ftrength lenew’d 
With food and left. The thirteenth night departs. 
There was an humble hill oppos'd their march. 
Cover'd with wood, and to the eye rotund. 

As if thrown up by fome enormous mole. 

A party is difpatch'd, who climb its fteep^ 

And reach its fummit with the morning fun. 

They look abroad, and haftily return. 

The army halts. Intelligence arrives 

The plain before them is alive with men 

% 


Removing 



PANTHEA. 


Removing cattle, and colleding (lores. 
The utmofl: profpe£l was a cloud of fmokc. 
Or duft uprais’d by the repeared tread 
Of an approaching army- 


^ Take a troop,’ 

' And go, Chryfantas,’ faid the Prince, in hade. 
Surprize and feize, that we may learn the truth, 

‘ And gain due knowledge of the foe’s defign.’ 
Chr)"fantas went, not flaying to reply. 

Then Cyrus bade the herald found his horn. 
EvVy commander to the Prince repairs, 
lie with a fmile receives them, and at lengtii 
Commanding filence, thus unfolds his heart. 

# 

" Noble companions, let me thank you much. 

■ Your perfeverance thro* this toilfome march 
‘ Mak«s me your friend for ever. Yon bright fun 
‘ Has twelve times rifen with unclouded face. 


‘ Thirteen 
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‘ Thirteen times has yon waning moon fiione clear 
‘ Upon our weary progrcfs. Fifteen days 
^ I thought would bring us to this cheerful Ipot, 

‘ But wc have reach'd it ere the thirteenth fun 
* Began difplay his beams. So mucli I owe 
‘ ^i'o your exenion and unv/earied :!eal. 

‘ Already half our purpofe is fulfird. 

‘ A,\ t].ir yet lemains is to engage the foe, 

^ And fliare his opulcncci no painful taflc 
‘ 'I'o heroes tried and relblutc as you. 

‘ l\ hold Ciiryfintas. Let his way be clcai’d. 

‘ folclicr, what fuccefs ? 

* Moft worthy Prince, 

' TJic g! eater part betook them to the woods. 

‘ l'h( le only wc furpriz’d, and have brought back 
‘ Unhurr.’ 

^ Place them before us,’ faid the Prince, 

" N^w friends, will ye prefer the lofs of life. 


* Or 
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Or give us true reply to what we alk 
. Of Creefus and Bellliazzar ? 

‘ Let us live, 

Wc aie content to anfwcr thee with truth/ 

* \re ye Alfynans ?’ 


‘ Noble prince we are/ 
' Tlie purpofe of your coming 

* To collcdt 

Food for oiirfelvcb, and fodder for our horfe; 
For fuch our numbers, that our (lores arc (hort 
^nd infu/iicient/ 


' Say they aught of us 
In the ^(Tyrian camp V 


That 


c 
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* That yc approach, 

« 

* And even now arc here/ 


^ Seem they compos’d, 
' And ferioufly refblv’d to make us me 
* A deed fo bold ?* 


' The terror of thy arms 

^ Is great amongft them, and fo much they dread 
'To meet thy Perfian files, that ev’ry tongue 
* Turns prophet, and foretels their overthrow.’ 

‘ Prepare they to receive us ?* 

' Three whole days 

' Have been confum’d in ordering their force, 

' And pra£tifing menoeuvres for the fight. 

• 

* Who bears the chief command B’ 

' Croefus the chief. 


But 
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^ But with him are engag’d two others, one 
\ A Greek, the other a young Medc, who fled, 

' If common fame be true, from thee.* 

‘ Ms’ friends,* 

Exclaim’d the Prince, dillembling, ' that filfe youth 
‘ Arafpes, who when 1 rebuk’d him fi d, 

‘ Dii'daining admonition, and now turns 
^ His arms againft his counriy, and his friend, 

‘ Ye know I lov’d him, and he hid a foul 
‘ Ere this difgrace of prime nobility. 

‘ 'Twas full of bravery, and great exploit, 

^ So duly temper’d, and fo finely cad 

^ In Virtue’s mould, it had her very form 

• 

‘ And perfect image. Should fuccefs be our’s, 

‘ Let no man’s fword be pointed at his bread. 

‘ Take him alive, and let him live for ever, 

* To curfe the torment of eternal fliame. 

^ Take hence the pris’ners. Little time lemains, 

‘ My brave companions. We mud ad:, not f]>cak. 

L ^ Ytt 
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' Yet if there bewhowifhes to be heard, 
‘ Say on.’ 


Then Artabazus with grave look 
Thus to the Prince began. ' I told thee. Sir, 

‘ That forward younker had a traitor’s heart, 

^ He hated me, becaufe I mark’d his ways, 

* And would have fliam’d him to a better courllv 
« I laid he would defert, and on my foul 

' I think it were but prudent to demur, 

‘ And weigh the danger of immediate fight, 

‘ Forfook by one who could betray our ftrength. 

* *Twerc not amifs perhaps to paiifc awhile, 

‘ I will not fay 'ewere fimple to retreat.* 

‘ What,’ faid the Prince, dilpleafurc in his look, 

* Shall w'c retreat and meafure back our Heps 
^ In fuch unmanly mood ? I grant he knew 

' And could inform them of onr utmoft flrengdi. 

* But why, our ftrength being known, lliould we defpair. 
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And think the glorious Gods will Icfs befriend us? 

I inufl: confefs, it is my carneft wifli 
^ # 

1 o join iiniiicJiaLC battle, ere the foe 
Collects more force. If wifer heads di/Tenr, 

Let me this (nee be bv mvfelf advis’d/ 

m * 

lienee with deliberation that obtrudes 
Thus on our councils. Dare be young again. 
Take up thy fword, and by activity 
Ami vigorous afTault, let it be laid, 

\Vc won the day. I am afiiam’d to fee 
A finglc traitor lias fuch weight to turn 
And blunt the edge of thy afpiring. What I 
Shall we retreat with fortune at our heels ? 

Shall we be gone, and tell our countrymen 

t 

That when ail Afia could not Hay our march 
And turn us back, we fled and w'erc fubdued 
By our own womanilh fears ? Give me my fword. 

I will alone fet on. And were there left 
Enou^^i of day, 1 would not covet reft 
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* Till death had purchas’d me a glorious grave. 

^ Or Lydia’s king were captive at my feet.* 

* 

* Nor 1/ exclaim’d Hydalpas, ^ for to fell 

* With one fo noble were to die a God, 

‘ What were it then to conquer and to live ? 

' I hate this cautious, pigeon-hearted fool, 

^ Who nofcs danger as the carrion fowl 
^ Purfiics the caicaie. 'Tis his proper food. 

^ He hunts it all the day with eager feent, 

* And ever finds it where it never wua. 

' Who ieconds him ? Friends, let us Ibund retrcai. 

‘ Alfyria comes and there’s and a fmell of blood. 

^ Hark ! let us hide. How terribly their fwords 
^ Blaze in the fun ! We lliall be all conl’uin’d 
‘ l^ike flax before the fire. What, filent all ? 

* Mud Artabazus and myfclf alone 

* Retreat, and tell the dory of our lofs ? 

^ One is enough. Go, Artabazus. Go, 

‘ Tell them at home how headdrong and perverfe 

‘ Out 


2. 
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‘ Our army was, and how, the foe at liand, 

' 'Of ten times twenty thoufand who advanc’d, 

^ None had the prudence to retreat but thee, 

* Go, and be fpeedy, or I’ll hrll be there, 

‘ With tidings of a glorious vidory 

* Shall make thee die for envy.* 

Loud applaiife 

Cut flioit his fpcech. Then Artabazus bow’d 
And ’gan apologize, but none would hear. 

His tongue was filenc'd with a gen’ral hifs. 

The Prince proceeded. ' Then depart, my friends 
^ Each to his ftation. When the heralds found 
‘ Move gently on. Wc muft extend our march, 

^ Till wc have pafs’d this hill and reach’d the plain. 

‘ There we’ll refrefh us and prepare for war.* 

The crowd dirperfes and the heralds found. 

The foremqft hoft to right and left divide 


And 
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And pafi, the hill, which as they pafs it feems 
A floating ifle. But never ifle was walh’d 
By fiich a fearful fea as pafs’d that hill, 

A fea of men and armour, Ipeais and fliields, 
Horfe-mcn and cliariots, and flow-moving tov/rs 
Frowning diftrefs and mifchief. On they march, 
And,^ paft the ntmoft border of the plain. 

Give what remains of day to food and reft. 

Scarce had they halted when report arrives 
A pow*r of horfe were galloping the plain. 

Before the reft a fmaller force, who fecni'd 
By their much fpecd fent forward to diflodge 

Some Perfian hoife, upon a riling ground 

\ 

J lift ftation’d. ‘ Go Chryfantas, faid the Prince, 

' I'ake thirty horfemen and fupport our friends, 

‘ Hyftafpas follov/ with a thotlfand more 
^ And watch the motions of the greater force. 

* Should they in hafte retreat, piirfue them riot, 

• Left they beguile thee to an ambufeade. 
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‘ If any come, and with extended arms 
^•Promife furrender, bring them home in peace.’ 

I’hen came a ftranger to the Prince’s tent. 

And brought him notice that two thoufand horfe. 
Revolted fiom the foe, without the camp 
Wait his commands. They were the Sufian force 
By Abradates led, whofe captive Queen 
Remains a pris’ner in Aralpes* tent. 

^ Receive them kindly,’ faid the Prince wcll-pleas’d, 
‘ The noble captive has fulfil’d her word. 

‘ Go to the King. Conduct him to his Queen. 

‘ I would not interrupt a moment’s joy 
' So well deferv’d.* 

I 

He faid, and to the King 
Pheraul.is halien’d, told the Prince’s words. 

And led him forward to Panthea’s tent. 

He with impati'T.ce follow’d, took his leave, 

la. 


And 
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Alui ruQi’d into the tent with longing eyes, 

Fag« r to h( Id the treafurt he had loft. 

She with a mufe’s eye reclining fat, 

And thought of Abradates. Hope and fear 
Alt j n ltdy pofiefs’d her troubled heart. 

She never flent but Abradates came, 
bhv- ncvcrwakM but he was abfent ftlil. 
r.he thought it long, yet knew he would revolt, 
Ai.d thticfore ticem'd fomc fro.vard accident 
Had difappointcd hio intended march. 

S') when the King with tranfpoit in his looks 
Fntci’d iur rent, Ihe thought it w'as nor truth. 
But all a vifioii. Yet Hie rofe and ran, 

Slic ihicw her aims about him, and exclaim'd 
'My Abi ad ares! Do I wake or fleep ? 

' Alt thou my Abiadatcs ?* 

' Yes, I am, 

« And thou ait my Panthea,’ faid the King,u 
' Once more reftor’d/ 


‘ And 
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^ And do I once again 
^ Jiinbracc mv Abradaies ? Gracious Gods 1’ 

‘ Yes, we arc once more met/ replied the King. 

* Nor did I tliink there v»as lb j’wtet an hour 

‘ In all the train of time. Why weeps my lovT ? 

Soirow fo prodigal—I would have laid 
^ Better became the ])aintul advtrfe hour, 

^ But thou hall taught my iLubborn eye to nv.lr 
And play the cliild. Come, come, JooJ. up and 
^ linile. 

^ To figli and fob fliall be thy Jot no more. 

* Speak, let me hcur thee fpeal;. How hall thou 

^ done r’ 

' Never fo ill, but that this happy hour 
‘ Is more than rccompence for all.' 

, ' My care,’ 

Said Abrr.dates, ^ w as not for myfcJf, 

^ ’Twas 
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'Twas all for thee. For never fleep opprefs’d 

My weary eye-lids, till I heard from hence 

Cyrus was good and my Panthea fafe. 

Judge of my grief, whit bitter pains I felt, 

Wlien after hafly marches we returnM, 

And I v/as eager to behold my love 

Never fo long from Abradates’ fide. 

Since fiifl. we wedded, funder’d- judge, I fay, 

VVh.r m'.ftry was mine, to I'lid my tent 

Stript of its treafure, and Panthea loll. 

» 

llov/ did I i.ive ? I low maddy did I curfe 
The fiMl hour tliat brought thee to the field' 
And yet ireihought the mighty Gods were goo 
And would icifore tliee. For the pious foul 
Is ever iniimatc with lltav'n above. 

And may wirli happy confidence foretell 
Its own profperity. But fay, Panthea, 

Flov/ hall thou done tlic while ? 
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* Th* indLilgent Prince/ 

Replied Panthea with a fmile of love, 

‘ Gave me proteQion, and in honeft- truth 

* I felt all hapi)’ners that could be mine, 

‘ Alone and from thee funder’d. I was free, 

‘ And fnoutd not liave known furrow, but that there 
*■ W here Abradates is not at my fide, ' 

‘ There is a void and vacancy in blifs 
' Which none but he can fill.* 

‘ To fuf!er pain,' 

Rejoin’d the King, ‘ to 'brrov and be fad 

* Is half the bufinefb of the life of njan. 

‘ Summer and winrer arc in all v/e f cl. 

• 

^ To-day we riot and are drunk v/ith joy, 

‘ Gay as the infcfl floating in the fun. 

* To-moriow lofs o'er takes us. Silent crief 

w 

^ Gnawo at the hear: and (bovvers at the eye. 

‘ Diftrefs confuiTies us, w'c are fick with caie, 

‘ And lait of all, to fill our paflion up, 

‘ Comes 
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* Comes the cold fnow and wither’d branch of ag 

* There are who live and ev'ry day fbme new, 

■ • Some grievous change experience. ’Tis not oui 
‘ Alone ro fufFer or to fuffer mod. 

* What then becomes us like a mind compos’d • 

^ And ever patient come what fortune will. 

^ I joy to think Panthea could be glad 
^ Tho’ fever’d from me. It improves her charms. 

‘ *Tis virtue and *tis lovely. What avails 
' A fparkling eye and the heart-winning fmile 

* Of beauty and benevolence divine 
‘ In one fair face united, if behind 

‘ A veil fo fldmiiable dwells a foul 
‘ Untemper’d and in viitue unimpiov’d c 
‘ Viiiue alone can give eternal charms. 

^ But beauty without virtue is a rofe 
‘ Which bloflbms in a defert, fades away 
' Never regarded, and its fragrance wades 
' Upon the heedlcfs air.* 


‘ O Abradates, 
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* O Abradatcs, 

^ rhy words remind me/ faid the happy Queen, 
' Of cl.iys once feen and pleafures pad and gone. 

* Such was thy conveiTation as we walkM 
‘ At early e/e, or under havvt!iorn fat, 

‘ 1 o court the frugal beam of the pale moon. 

‘ My heart was ravifli’d, and my thirlly car 
‘ Drank pureR fatisfadlion. O my love, 

* Howoficn Iiavc I that day callM to mind 
‘ (And never can the laple of rime deface 

* The recolltclion of it) when we firR 

‘ Acknowledf^/d lo\c and intercliangkl aff.clion, 

‘ Did I not tell thee I cReem’d thee mucli, 

' Yet would not be a Queen. For I was meek, 

‘ And nature made me for the quiet lhade. 

* 'Twas painful to me if a fingle eye 

^ Obferv’d my a-ilions; how could I fiipport 
‘ The ga7C of thoufands? If my burning cheek 
' GDw’J with fuch ardor when no foul was near, 

* Hov/ would it fliame me in a crowded court ? 


' I told 
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^ I told thee I was fond of rural feenes, 

" Of woovis and fblitude and lonely vales. 

' I never lov’d the tumult of refort, 

‘ Moft happy, when leaft fecn, and not endow’d 

* By paifiinonious nature with fiich charms 

‘ A.S plcafe the gen’rai eye. How did thy tongue 
‘ Flatter my virtues and excufc my faults ? 

* How didft thou praife me that I lov’d retreat: 

* I Tow often didfl thou pronVife I fiiould live 
‘ lii woods and folitiide and lonely vales ? 

‘ The woild flioiild Icldoin f’c me, i fliould Aray 
‘ O’er hills and valleys, dales and flow’ry meads, 

‘ With no one to attend me but thyfelf. 

‘ No obflaiwle reludant doubt propos’d 
‘ But love remov’d it. Thus compcll’d to yield, 
^ I figh’d aflcrit, and am not forry yet.’ 

‘ Yes, I remember,’ Abradates faid, 

^ The ten }ear3 liege it coft me to fubdue 
‘ Panthea’s heart. How many ftratagems. 


^ How 
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* How many arts was I oblig'd to learn 
■^To win this little Troy! 'Twas won at Lid, 

^ And ani;)ly recompencM the long delay. 

* j\nd I remember v^ith what pure deliglir, 

^ No longer royal, wc forfook thewoild 

‘ And foLijdit retirement in tlie ih.idv vale. 

‘ Oft have I thought of ihoie delicious Iioiirs 

* Wc fpent togetiKr, walking arm in arm, 

' i\s modclt h veiling with her virgin moon 
^ Softly advanc'd and put her veil alidc. 

I Fnder die fdent Ji'‘dgc-row then we pauj'd, 

‘ 'I'o count the darry lioft, or foai’d alcift 
LIpon the geivL- wing of contemplation 
To tlic j)iire r^g.onb of eternal day. 

* And lometimes would J^anthca deign a font 
‘ Of rorcell Doiic mood, pure flialn ci low, 

■ Sweet without art, till m\ delighted ienfe 

' \\ ith trailfport tl rill’d, anti Nature, to the foul 
' In coijcoid ever and fv/eet unifon, 

* Tut on a lovely univerfal fmile. 

‘ I'hca 
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‘ Then firft in vain the love-lorn nightingale 
' Warbled her liquid notesj fweet melody, 

^ I'haL lleav’n’s own ear might hear nor difregardn 
‘ While I fat nrbitc] (he could not pleafe, 

‘ Siic could noL be attended —Gracious Gods! 

‘ 1 grow a pratci, and my lufty tongue 

* I las been beguilM to let my worda cfcape 

' Before they haveicc.iv’d the ftamp of fenfe 
‘ 'J'o make them cm rent. O my loui’s delight, 

^ I feel fuch pliafujc from this int(.rvicw 
‘ 1 hat I am ilaice myfelf. Ilow luftily 
The ruddy fun retrea s, aiham’d to ftay 

* And lu ir a foldier fpend his time in woids. 

I j'Jt us be talkins: of events to come. 

w 

' To-morrow, as I licar, the Perfi ui Piince 
‘ Gives Croefuj brttle. Near two thoiifand horfe 

* Revolted v/ith me, veterans well-tiied. 

With thefe I would be foremoft in the field, 

^ And by fomc efFoi t (hew my gratitude 
' For his good-will to tliee.’ 

‘ Yes, 
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* Yes, lie is good,’ 

l{.eplied Panthea, ‘ and dcferves thy 7eal. 

' He makes the fearful captive blefs his chain*; ^ 

^ And think Ids dungeon a wide world of joy. 

' His deeds are all humane, and his great foul 
^ Is fo divinely temper’d, he commands 
^ Love univcrfal. He is more than Man. 

‘ Perhaps fome God defeended from above 
^ To punilh Babylon. At lead the friend 
^ Of all the Gods, the minifter of Ileav’n. 

^ Yet tho’ his heart is tender and humane, 

* To danger, labor, and the lofs of reft, 

^ He is a man of iron. Fame reports 

* He never fleeps, but, like the Cynofurc, 

* Thro* day and night keeps watch perpetual. 

* His vigilance indeed furpafles thought, 

‘ And when he refts he makes the Earth his bed, 

* The Heav’ns his canopy. He looks on gold 
^ Without deftre, and all his luxury 
' The open field or running brook fupplies, 

M 


< War 
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^ War is his meat and victory his drink. 

* To quell a tyrant and redeem a flave 

‘ Is his high feaH. And fuch the boundlefs love 
' His army bears him, that no infed prince 

* Queen of the politic unanimous hive 

^ Was ever ferv’d more truly. They have boii^c 

* Twelve days and nights almoft inceflant inarch, 
^ And not a murmur in their tents is heard.* 

^ I long to fee him,* faid the King amaz'd, 

^ To hear him Ipeak and wonder at his words. 

‘ How fliall I find his tent ? Yet ere the fun 

* Hides his warm vifage in the gjowing weft 
‘ I muft converfe with him.* 

* And muft we part,’ 

Panthea cried, ^ fo foon ? I have not faid 

* Half I had purpos'd. My unwearied tongue 

* Could talk till midnight and leave muchtuntoL. 

* I have not feen thee many many days. 


^ And 
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^ And cv’ry moment I have fpcnt alone 
S Affords fome ftory worthy to be told. 

* Yet I will not delay thee* Woman*s tongue 

* Can make a tale of nothing. Seek the PrincCj 

* Thank him, and do him fcrvice*’ 

* Gentle heart,* 

Replied the King, ^ to Iicar thy charming tongue 

* Relate the ftory of our fad divorce 

^ Would never weary my attentive ear, 

< Tho* ev*ry moment had a feparate tale 
^ Long as the day. But Cyrus is my friend, 

* To him I owe this happy interview, 

* And I muft do him fervice. Shall we feaft 

' And never think of him who fpreads the board 
^ *Tis hard to leave thee, and I go with pain. 

* Perhaps 1 may return ere evening clofe. 

* Expedt me. Can I mifs the Prince*s tent ?* 
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^ My fcrvant fhall condu6b thee. Go with fpccd, 

* With Ipeed return. Remember I expcft thee. 

* Meantime my table lhall be ftrew*d with food, 

* And I invite thee as a welcome gueft, 

' Indeed moil: welcome; welcome as the dawn 
^ To a loft traveler, as the quiet port 
' To the wind-beaten feaman, as fweet health 
‘To one long fick, as hearing to the deafi 
‘ Eyes to the blind, and plenty to the poor.’ 

She ended, fhed one tear, and gave a kifs 
By him requefted, by her not refus’d. 

He with reluftance, ftealing one kind look 
And yet another, from the tent withdrew. 
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As thus Panthea and the Sufian King 
In convcrfation fat, while yet the fun 
Hung high in Heav’n, and from his weftern throne 
Smil’d mellow grateful day, to Cyrus* tent 

I 

Chryfantas and Hyftafpas from the field 
Return fuccefsful. Of the thirty horfe 
Who Iped fo furioufly, not one efcap’d. 

They all furrender’d ere a fword was drawn. 

^ And fee among the reft,* Chryfantas cried, 

‘ A fearlefs traitor.* ’Twas the lovelorn Mede, 
The brave Arafpes. From his feat of ftate 
Started the Prince with countenance of joy, 

Met him half way, and welcom’d his return. 

M 3 


^ What/ 
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^ What,’ faid Hyftalpas, ' was he falfe for this ? 

* By Heav’n methinks it is as ftrange a deed 

* were the moon to wander from her courfc 
‘ And kifs the earth.’ 

*■ Be not furpriz’d, my friends,’ 
Replied the Prince, ^ Arafpes is no foe. 

* He fled indeed, and fled at fuch an hour 

* * rwas well fuppos’d he left us in dilgufl:. 

* Myfelf advis’d it ere our march began i 

‘ And ail the purpofe of our prefent paufe, 

* Was that Arafpes might perceive us near, 

« And bring us notice of the foe’s intent, 

‘ His ftrength and order. I (hould elfe have marchM, 

* And tried the courage of Belfhazzar’s hofl: 

^ With inftantaneous battle. Join your hands, 

‘ Forgive and be forgiven. Now, brave youth, 

* For day declines apace, briefly relate 

•The number of the foe and whence they come,* 


Ye 
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‘ Yc know,* replied the youth, * the Lydian king 

/ 

* 'Had endlefs treafures. Proud Bellhazzar too 

* Was heir to all the wealth his grandfire won 
^ From Egypt and Jerufalem. Vaft fums 

^ Have been by both expended, to buy friends 

* To fight for Babylon. The warlike ftates 
^ Who live upon the fam*d ^gean Ihore 

* Along the Euxine to the Cafpian wave, 

* Are all in arms. Thrace has unfheath’d the fword 

# 

^ Cyprus has pafs*d the waters. Egypt comes, 

^ And all the weflern nations far as he, 

^ The great Chaldean Monarch, led hk hoft 

* Triumphant. Araby is rOus*d, and brings 
‘ Horfemen of fury, chariots fwift as wind, 

' And foot innum’rous as the defert fand. 

* I faw thegpnnant of the Tyrian force, 

'Who coft the viftor fo much pains to win 
' Their fea-girt capital. I faw the powers 
' Of m^cantile Phoenicia, cloth'd in gold. 

' I faw the Lydian and Aflyrian hofts 

M 4 
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® Swarm round their kings in fbmptuous liveries, 

* Thicker than ftars about the throne of Heav’n. 

• ' None could inform me what the numbers were 

‘ Thus met together. Truft me, they are great. 

* I think as far as eye can judge*-— 

He paus’d. 

^ As many as our own ?* rejoin’d the Prince, 

' More than as many more,* replied .the youth, 

‘ I think the man who counts them will not find 
' Lefs than four hundred thoufand. Their whole horfe 
‘ Are fixty thoufand, all the reft are foot. 

^ I mark’d them well, and with a foldier’s eye 

* Obferv’d their order, for the credulous king 
‘ Believ’d my ftory and advanc'd me high, 

^ I was the third in honor, and rnyfelT 

* The chief advifer of their prefent plans,* 


^ Tell us theif order then,’ enjoin’d the Prince. 
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‘ All but the fons of Egypt/ faid the youth, 

. In'^ne extended line approach, and flretch 
From eaft to weft five miles, compadt and firm 
And thirty ranks in depth. Both horfe and foot 
Are rang’d alike, the horfe on either wing. 

The foot toward the centre. Full in front 
Stand the Egyptians, with their monftroiis ftiields 
From head to foot, Ihort fwords, and dazzling fpears j 
One hundred twenty thoufand chofen men 
In twelve divifions of ten thoufand each, 

Ev’ry divifion rank’d in perfedl fquare. 

That ev’ry fide prefents an hundred faces. 

Such was the mode their anceftors approv’d. 

r 

'Twas Croefus’ wiih to have improv’d their plan, 

■ 

And ftretch’d th* Egyptian army, like his own, 
’Till his whole hoft had ftood in thirty lines; 

_ I 

That if thy Perfians fell upon his front 
There he might yield, while his two wings advanc’d 
And clos’d upon thy rear. But they perfift. 

To ancient cuftom bigoted, nor feem 
Of alight ambitious but fecurity.’ 


He 
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He ended, and deep filence reign'd o'er all, 

'Till Cyrps, looking ftcrnly round, began. 

' Arc ye difmay’d, my friends ? Where is the ga^ 
^ The cheerful funfhine that few moments pad 

* Enliven’d ev'ry countenance I faw? 

‘ So foon eclips'd and overcaft with clouds 

* Of weak and childifh apprehendon ? What, 

‘ Can ye forget, that he who leads the foe 

* Has been already once repuls’d with lois? 

‘ Is it not Croefus, whom we fought before 

* At wond’rous odds, yet drove him from the field ? 
^ He had an army then, whofe fwarming foot 

« Were more in number than onr army now 
‘ Take horfe and foot together. Yet befides, 

* He had four hundred chariots, and fleet horfe 
‘ Full fixty thoufand. We were few and weak, 

* Our horfe one third, our total foot half his, 

* And not a chariot feen in all our ranks. 

^ Yet we engag’d him, and the day was won. 


' Wc 
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^ We fought it bravely, the AlTyrian fell, 

' JConcjueft was oui *s, confufion was the foe's. 

^ And ihall we fear him when he comes again, 

^ Bcai ing in mind that he was once repuls'd 

^ By numbers more unequal ? Shall we not 

■e Aflault him rather with augmented fire, 

Rcmembring how he fled and we purfued ? 

^ Immortal Gods, if ye fo quake with fear 

‘To think of Croefus and the tyrant King 

^ Thus coming, with what terror had ye iliook 

‘ Had ye been born fupporters of their caufe, 

' And fuch an army as our own approach'd 

* To give you battle ? Say, we are Aflyrians. 

^ And lo ! where Cyrus comes, the fiery boy, 

• 

‘ Who beat us foundly when we fought him lafl: 

‘ And longs to fight again. Flying he comes 
' Elate with vidtory and ftrong with toil. 

‘ Shall we oppofe Jiim ? Grant, that we are many, 

^ He torjuis num'ruus, and he conquer’d then 
^ When we engig’d a lion to a lamb. 

O O 
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* Shall we prevail if we engage him now 

* A lion to a lion ? Mark his horfe 

•* Cloth’d to the ears in armour. See his lines 
« Of hardy Perlians, fince we fought him laft 
‘ Doubled, and more than doubled by ten thoufand. 

* Who foils a Perfian ? Are they not all flint, 

* All ftcel and iron to the very heart ? 

* Look at his troop of camek. Call to mind 

* That nature ’twixt the camel and the horfe 

* Put llrange antipathy. Difpatch but one, 

‘ A million horfe fliall not abide the fight. 

* Look at bis chariots. Can ye count their wheels ? 

* Yet ev’ry axle-tree is hid with feythes 

‘ As Death were come to make the world his harveft, 

* And thefe his fturdy minifters flood up 
‘ To fweep away an empire in a breath. 

‘ Lx>ok at his tow’rs, with fleilful archers fill'd, 

* Who fit above like Gods, and from on high 

* Govern the fortune of the war below. 

* Confider this, my friends, and let me afk 
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Is there among you who prefumes to think 
Our caufe is defperate ? If fuch there be. 

Let him forfake us, and fupport thofe arm^* 

He trembles to oppofe. The man who fears 
May do his country fervice by delertion/ 

* Think not, moft worthy Prince,* Chryfantas faid. 
Our looks are clouded with the gloom of fear. 

*Tis ftedfaft refolution knits the brow. 

It ill becomes us to be brilk and gay 
At fuch an awful feafon. The great work 
We undertake, had need difpel our fmiles 
And make us grave and ferious. When *tis done 
We will be merry. *TwiIl be wife to laugh 
When we have waded thro’ a fea of blood. 

And landed fafe upon the Ihore of peace; 

When Babylon is fall'n and Lydia won. 

And all the wealth and plenty of the Eaft, 

Her fiches, flocks and herds, her corn and fruits. 
Reward our pcrf^erancc. For myfclf 


* (And 
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* (And I dare anfwer *tis the voice of all) 
^ I long to plunge into the roaring flood. 

' It lhall not grieve me, if to win for thee 

* I pafs a torrent fiercer than the Nile 

* And as her deluge wide/ 


* *Tis nobly faid,’ 

Exclaim'd Hyftarpas, ‘ and when tyrants bleed, - 
‘ And jufticc is the cauie our arms fupport, 

' Who fears to dip his foot, to march knee deep, 

* To travel flioulder high, to fwim in blood ? 

^ l^ead us, great prince, into the jaws of death, 

^ War is our paflime. We have labor’d long, 

‘ Retreating, talking, and returning. Now 

* Let’s play awhile with axes, fcythes, and fpears/ 

In fuch impatient mood Hyftafpas Ipoke, 

And rous’d new ardor in the lift’ning crowd. 
More^he had faid, but Abradates came. 

Led by Pheraulas, who with lofty voice 
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Announc’d the Sufian king. No tongue is heard. 
All eyes are turn’d to gaze. The crowd divides. 
The king approaches, and the prince defcends. 

With gracious fmile he took the monarch’s hand. 
And bade him welcome to the Perfian tents. 

He bow’d, and thank’d hirh. ^ And, believe me 
‘ Sir,’ 

He faid with fwimming eyes, ^ I had been here 

* Much fooner to have thank’d thee, for thy care 
‘ Of one moft dear to me, my captiv’d queen, 

' But lur’d by converfation ever lov’d, 

' ‘ And once again permitted when I thought 
' ’Twas ceas’d for ever, I have wafted time, 

* And been more tardy than a foldier iliould. 

^ The hour may come, when Cyrus ftiall be won, 

‘ And feel what ’tis to have a faithful wife. 

‘ He will forgive me then, nor think it much 
^ That,, in the raptures of unhop’d for joy. 


^ I ftaid 
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* I (laid fo long a prisoner to my love, 

* And am fcarce here at lad.’ 

' Yes, I forgive,' 

Said Cyrus, kindly, ^ and fhould pardon ftill 

* Had love detain'd thee to the clofe of day. 

* *Tis my delight to fee my pris’ncrs happy. 

* Panthca's eyes have died an age of tears, 

* A day of joy were little in return.' 

' She thanks thee, and I thank thee,’ faid the king, 
^ But thanks alone can never half exprefs 
' How much I am oblig’d. Make me thy friend, 

* Thy foldier, and thy fervant. A few horfe, 

' The little drength of my exhauded date, 

^ Revolted with me. They are few but bray;e. 

‘ Appoint us to fome arduous enterprize, 

' I’ll drew thee how I thank thee by my deeds’. 


* 1 love 
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• 1 love thee for thy zeal,* replied the prince, 
^ But Mercy has no debt. She (pends her own, 
^ And her iinfaiJing bounty pays itfelf* 

^ Fight with us, and fupport the Perfian arms. 

^ To undertake an arduous enterprizc 

* Is more than I deBre. We now confult, 

' And plan the buiinefs of to-morrow’s fight. 

' Sit down and hear. An honorable pod 

* Shall be affign’d thee. Of the num'rous foe 
‘ We a(k thee nothing, for this noble youth, 

* Lately return’d, reported all wc need.' 

' I know his face,* the ftartled king replied, 

' And know he could inform you more than I, 

' For he was Creefus’ mod regarded friend, 

' And intimate advlfer,’ 


* Hear me then,’ 

Proceedec^ Cyrus, ^ my deferving friends, 

* This be the order of to-morrow’s march. 

N ‘ Commanders 
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* Commanders of ten thoufands range your pow'^rs 
^ Twelve men in depth, and form one equal line. 

‘ On the right wing Chryfantas lead thy horfe. 

‘ Lead the fame force, Hyftafpas, on the left. 

t 

' Commanders of the foot, let fuch as Ihfne 
‘ In fuits of proof be ftation*d in the front, 

* To brave the onfet j behind thefe the fpearmeu 
‘ To ufe their weapons at due diftance; laft 

" Our Ikilfiil archers, not too far remov’d. 

To fhow’r their arrows with fhccefs. Then marcli 
Our lioht-arm’d forces, fuch as we referve 
' For iinforefeen occafion, and let thefe 

* The fearful animate, and cheer the faint; 

* And tell them if a foldier turns to fly, 

I le muft be deem’d his country’s enemy, 

‘ And put to inftant death. To thy command, 

' King Abradates, I fubmit my towers. 

' Range them in order clofe behind the lines, 

* To be their refuge and fupport. Dauebus, 

' And you, Carduchus, form a double line. 


^ And 
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And Follow Abradates; let your wains 
.Of baggage and provifion have large room, 

That if they mean to compafs us about. 

Their line, extended to its utmoft ftrength. 

May be as feeble as a hoop bf air. 

Behind the wains lead Artagerlas lail 

Two thoufand foor^ and the fmall troop of camels. 

Pharnuchus, Aliadatas, be his guard 

With each a thoufand horfe, and ready ftand 

Both horfe and foot for fome immediate effort. 

Commanders of the chariots, take an helm. 

And he whom Fortune to the taflc appoints 
Shall in the front one hundred chariots lead. 

To charge upon the deep Egyptian files. 

The two remaining hundreds of our chariots 
Be rang’d in two divifions on our flanks. 

One to the left, the other to the right. 

And let them be in readineis to charge 
As foQji as we command. Now take your lots.’ 
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* Great prince,’ faid Abradates kneeling, ' grant, 
' ’Tis my moil ardent wiih, that I may lead 
* Thofc chariots/ 


* Generous heroic king I 
' No,’ faid the prince, * fuch valour is too dear 
* To be oppos’d to fo mioch danger.’ 


* Grant, 

* At leail,’ faid Abradates, ' i may court 

* Fortune’s deciilon, and be bound to a£b 

' As chance determines. Let me try my lot. 

* Mud I permit thee ? then abide thy fate,’ 
Replied the prince, * and Fortune anfwer nay. 

' Nowfhake. ’Tis fall’n to Abradates. Friends, 

* Let it be thrown again.’ 


* No, on thy woriJ,^ 
Said Abradates, < 1 embrace my lot. 


^ Thrisc 
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‘ Thrice happy to have won the poll I fought. 

' .Permit me one thing more« Let my own frienda 
' People the chariots nearefl to rnyfelC 

* 1 can rely upon their ilridlefl faith, 

* And will zfSA thee much.* 

' Granted,* he cried, 

^ And good fuccefs attend on thee and them. 

* Now to your tents. The fun has long been fet, 

^ And the clear evening-flar withdraws apace. 

* Look to your armour, and take early reft. 

* Before day breaks, be up, and feed your fteeds, 

^ Harnefs the towVs and chariots;, and make ready. 

' When light o’ertakes us, and the rifing fun 
^ Looks thro* the woody fkirt of yon dark hill, 

^ We will begin our march.* 

So faid the prince. 

None waited to reply, but to their tents 
All filently departed. To his queen 
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Went Abradatcs with no tardy foot. 

Lift’ning with expedation, long fhc fat, 

. And wifh*d the weary ling’ring hours away. 

She fcarce believ’d Ihe had beheld the Jcing, 

So foon he went, fo long he had been gone, 

O mighty Love, how wonderful thy pow’r 
To make the durance of a life Icem (hort. 

Or fill a moment with an age of pain I 
Once more the king return^, and fee them now 
With hearts at cafe, both feated at the board. 
Feed on, O happy pair, make much of tiiric^ 
And lofe no moment, for the fun of joy 
Is fad declining, never more to rile. 


ALL 
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All night was heard throughout the Pcrfian camp 
The difmal found of hammers mending Ihields 
Helmets and armour, of the grinding-ftone 
Wearing the edge of axes, fwords and fpeam^ 

Arrows and feythes. And now the hungry fleeds 
Neigh at fheir cribs, and trample as they feed. 

The found of harnefs rattling in their ears. 

Day dawns, and ev*ry foldier quits his couch. 

Then Abradates rofe, and look’d abroad. 

^ My arms,* he cried, * who brings my arms ? why 
* (land 

* My fteeds unharnefs’d, and my chariot idle ? 

* Make ready, foldiers; lhall we be the laft 

‘ To take our ftations in the glorious field f’ 

N 4 
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Panthea follow’d, and withheld his arm. 

Now putting on the armour he put off, 

Tarnilh’d with age and fervice. * Stay a while,’ 
She faid, intreating, ^ for the field to-day 

* Let me equip thee/ With light tripping foot 
She difappear'd^ and to the hero brought 

A fuit of purple wrought by her own hand. 

With bracers, bracelets, and a helm of gold 
Waving with hyacinth. Such was the work 
She oft had nieditated, long defign’d 
Tho’ late perform’d, fcarce finifh’d when he came. 
He, with her bounty pleas’d, admiring flood 
Full of unutterable love. At length, 

' And has Panthea with a pilf rer’s hand 

* Plunder’d herfclf,* he laid, * in care for me ? 

^ I gave thee gold to ornament thyfelf.* 

' I have be^ow’d it where it mod becomes me. 

* Thou,’ (aid Panthea, * art my ornament, • 

' Adorning thee 1 decorate myfelf.’ 
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She faid^ and cloth’d him in the fplendid fait. 
Tears of affcftion trickling from her eye. 

She ftrove to hide them, but the hero faw. 

And full of pity fpokc. ^ Why weeps my love I 
^ Be comforted, and let me kifs away 
^ Thofe graceful drops. Be cheerful, gentle heart. 

‘ Oh I why fo fad ? I pray thee, weep no more, 

'Thy tears unman me, and my conquer’d heart 
' Has nothing noble or afpiring in it.* 

She wip’d her eyes and ceas’d. She took his hand 

■ 

And thus addrefs'd him. * Suffer not my tears, 

' Dear Abradaces, to fubdue thy heart. 

' *Tis true they arc the tears of warmeft love, 

' Yet be they not regarded. 'Tis my wilh 
' Thou wouldft be eminent, and ferve the Prince 
* By fome great effort of eternal fame. 

' I’d rather die than meet with thee agajjp 
' Inglorioufly repuls’d. The Prince deferves 
‘ All tJiy exertion, to my wretched lelf 


* Ever 
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‘ Ever indulgent, bountiful and good. 

^ I was his prey, his captive and his flavc^ 

' ‘ Yet was I honor’d as the Su/ian Queen, 

‘ And treated kindly as a brother’s wife. 

^ And when Arafpes, as I told thee, fled, 

* Reprov’d by Cyrus for his guilty love, 

* I promis'd Abradates fhould revolt, 

‘ And fiicl he was a man whofc warlike deeds 
« Would amply recompence Arafpes’ flight. 

* Remember this, and be the God of war.' 

‘ O mighty Jupiter,’ exclaim’d the King^ 

‘ This day fupport me in the toillbme field, 

‘ And make me worthy of Panthea’s love, 

’ And Cyrus’ fiiendfhip.’ 

Rumbling to the door 

That momdifc came his chariot, yet unarm’d. 

And with its feythes unfurnilh’d. Sight mere grand 
No mortal eye had fecn. ’Twas gold within 
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And gold witjiout. The charioteer was gold, 

And held the reins of eight impetuous deeds. 
Cover’d with golden armour* At that fight 
The King no longer tariied. One fweec kifi 
He took, and mounted. From the charioteer 
Now he receives the reins, and takes his feat 
On glorious deeds determin’d. At his (ide, 

Clofe to the chariot-wheel Panthea dood. 

Sadly regarding and approving all. 

She waited for a tender faiewelt look, 

t 

Nor waited }ong in vain. That look obtain’d, 

She kifs’d the chariot, and it mov’d away. 

By ftrong attradlion drawn, with fearful foot. 

And eyes that fwam with delicate diftrelsj^ 

She follow’d. Abradates turn’d and faw^ 

Pity dole down his cheek. He wav’d his hand- 
She knew the iignal, and in tears withdrew. 

Then was the pow’r of beauty, urad^’d 
Save i!)(ith its own attradbions, felt by all. 

Tight fie-’-y fteeds caparifon’d in gold. 
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A gorgeous chariot, princely charioteer. 
And over all a King magnificent 
'In floating purple and a helm of gold. 
Drew no attention, Ev*ry eye was fix*d 
On her who follow'd, and as Ihe withdrew 
All eyes purAied. 


At length the rifing fun 

In blood aj)pears, and thro’ the mountain Ikirts 
Looks with a fiery afpecfl. Hark ! the horn. 

It founds the (ignal, and the army moves, 

Cyrus before them on his prancing deed. 

Both deed and Prince in polifh'd armour clothed 
Purple and brafs. See how his burning fhield 
Glares in the morning fun, his milk-white cred 
Superbly nods, and his extended fword 
Dazzles the eye. Behind him fee his Perfians^ 
Two thoufand horfe for fome efpecial adl 
Referv'd, and cloth'd in armour like the Prince, 
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Save that his (liining treble polilh’d arms 
Blaze with unequal’d fplendor bright as flame. 

Then was the awful moment, when from Hcav*n 
God lent his Angel, that deflroying (pirit 
Whole Angle arm at Hezekiah’s pray V 
Fought with Sennacherib, and flew a holl 
Innumerous as Autumn’s falling leaf 
In the Ihort compafs of a fummcr’s night. 

In clouds he came that roll’d along the hills. 
Making the glory of the morning dim. 

And Iblemnly advancing feeni'd to bear 
A load of terrors of unuiiial weight. 

The army halts. Tiie tempeft feems to paufe. 

That inflant from his thigh the Angel drew 
God’s own refulgent fword. A ftream of fire 
Follow’d the weapon, and a fliow’r of fparks 
Furioufly bick’ring lighten’d far and near. 

‘ Go on,' he cried, * woe to the Lydian King, 

^ And woe to thee, Belfliazzar.’ His loud voice 
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Shook ntmoft earth and Heav'n. 'Twas like the found 
Of feven thunders. * Welcome,* faid the Prince, 

‘ Companions, *tis the fignal of fuccefs. 

* The Gods are with us^ and eternal Jove 

^ Thunders his promile to fupport us ftill/ 

So faying on he led them. Once again 

They halt. Again they march. Again they halt. 

And now the num*rous enemy appears, 

Glitt’ring in arms, his populous wings outftretch*d 

As if he piirpos*d to furround a world. 

Never was fight more terrible beheld. 

Far as the eye could reach to eaft and weft 

I'he plain was briftled with unnumber'd fpears. 

And groan’d and trembled with refounding hoofs, 

« 

The wheels of chariots, and the march of men. 

Then from hil*golden car Belihazzar look'd, 
Defpis’d his enemy, and thus began. 

‘ Behold, O Creefus, lhall a puny foe 

* Weak as the army which yon {tripling leads 

^ Affright 
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* Affright and vex us ? Sec how he has ftretch*d 
f And thin*d his handful of ambitious friends, 

* ’Till they have fcarcc the fubftance of a Ipear. 

* And yet behold him a whole army fhort 
^ Of our extenfive files at each extreme. 

* Shall we engage him ? Let us lend, and alk 
‘ What he will give us to redeem his friends. 

* Or, if he choofes to abide our wrath, 

‘ Command the centre of our line to hair, 

* And let the two extremes advance with (peed, 
'To face about and fting him on the flanks. 

' O, we have men enough to march him round, 
' To coop the youngfter in a cage of fteel, 

' And let him blood at leifure/ 

At his word 

Croelus commanded, and the centre paus'd. 

If centre we may call it, ftrctching wide 
From central point, into the eaft two miles. 

And two into the well. The wings advance. 
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Each a fufficicnt hoft in thefc our days 
To over-run a kingdom. Now they halt 
And face the flanks of Cyrus, bare of men. 

And only guarded by one feeble line 
Of unfupported chariots. At that fight 
Cyrus began and travel’d all his ranks, 

Infufing courage, not infus’d in vain. 

Before the right wing fee him, full of hope. 

' My friends,* he cries, ‘ it happens as I wifli’d. 

* Stir not a foot, ye who command in front, 

* ’Till Abradates charges on the foe. 

‘ Then follow clofe, and do the befl: ye can.’ 

To Abradates next with fpeed he rode. 

And pray’d the King to keep his eye faft fix’d 
Upon the great detachment to the left. 

* Soon as they fly, he faid, and fly they lhall, 

* Pufti forward, and with fwift devouring wheels 

* Confume the ranks of Egypt.’ To the left 
See him now polling, and with princely air 
Exhorting and confirming. ^ Friends, he cries 
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^ Mark Abradates. When his chariots move, 

^ .Then is your lime. Advance, and fight like men.* 
He paft the line, and turning to the left. 

Rode by the chariots ftation*d on the flank. 

^ Heroes,’ he cried, ^ on Arragerfas look, 

‘ And foon as ye perceive a fignal made, 

* Pufh on to thcfe before you.* Now he turns 
And paflTes by the rear. He (tops and cries, 

‘ Now, Artagerfas and Pharnnchus, mark. 

* Soon as ye fee me, with my chofen horfe 

* Yonder aflembled, gallop from the rear 
' And charge upon the party to the right, 

^ Then to the left advance. With fpecdy march 

* Meet yon detachment. When the foot are fled, 

* And the determin’d horfe with fury come, 

* Shew them your camels and defeat their fpeed. 

' In their diforder fond the chariots on. 

* Proceed as fortune bids you and be brave.’ 


Fie 
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He faid, and to begin the dreadful ftonTr, 

Flew like an arrow to his chofen force. 

'’Twas time, for Croefos had his fignal giv'n. 

And all the armies of the martial foe 
Slowly advanc'd. Then momentary dread 
Shot thro’ the ranks of Cyrus. For what heart, 
Not made of fteel, could look on fuch a fcene. 
Three armies deep and ftrong, with coundcfs horfe, 
Chariots untold, innumerable foot. 

Advancing with their weapons drawn to kill. 

And not one paffage open to cfcape- 

Who could behold it and not feel afraid ? 

Deep filence reign’d, and not a found was heard. 
Save the low thunder of approaching files. 

But fear was tranfient as the lightning glimpfe. 

Not long admitted to a Perfian breaft. 

Courage returns, and ev’ry heart is rous’d. 

Hearing the found of onfer. 


'riien 
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Then the Prince, 

feager to meet his foe, his fteed provok'd, 

And led his chofen with impetuous (peed 
Shouting encouragement; His foot purfuc, 

A flying phalanx, fmall but powerful. 

With fury equal to the lion's wrath 
He ftrikes the foe upon his utmoft flank. 

And pours his adbive foot^ a fwarm of walps. 

Behind him and before. Then o’er the plain 
Rumbled the chariots. Artagerfas heard^ 

And 'gan a dread commotion to the left# 

He charg'd the foe, and put his foot to flight, 

Shew'd him the camels and confus’d his horle. 
Beckon'd the chariots and purfued him clofc. 

Uproar and rout before him. Then was heard 
The voice of Abradates in the front. 

‘ Behold, my friends, on either hajud begun 
^ The glorious battle, and the foe recedes. 

^ Follo^ your leader, and with burning wheels 
* Mow down the ranks of Egypt.' As he fpoke 

O a They 
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They whip’d their courfers and their chariots flew- 
Thundcr more dreadful never fhook the earth. 
The King was foremoft, and the firft who met 
The unarm’d chariots of the foe. They fled 

I^ighter than foam before the flouncing wave. 

• 

Into the files he rufh’d, a world of fpears 
Thicker than Summer’s corn. A thoufand pointt 
Lighten’d at once upon his burnilh’d fhield. 
Uninjiir’d he receiv’d them. Unappall’d 
He fliouted and went on. And fuch his fpeed 
Nor men nor armour could rcfift the force 
Of his dtftroying wheels. An army fell 
On either fide his chariot. Men were flain 

I 

Fall as the mower Ihears the meadow grafs 

Or upland barley. Never had eye feen 

Carnage fo horrible, nor ever car 

■ 

Heard fuch difturbance. Ev’ry chariot rous’d 
Tumult uni^akable; and fuch the found 
Of clalhing armour, rufiiing wheels, and men^ 
SoiYie clamorous with fear and fome with rage. 


Some 
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Some howling under chariots, curling fom'c. 

And fome lamenting in the pains of death, 

Had God's own thunder bellow'd in their ears 
No mortal could have have heard it. See the plain 
Cover’d with ruin, foldiers and their arms 
Cut fheer afundcr, chariots overturn'd 
Smoking in blood, the charioteer thrown out 
Bleeding at ev'ry vein, his wounded fteeds 
With mangled harnefs galloping the field 
Confounding friends and foes. And now behold 
The total line advance^. Nations run 
To fight with nations, world engages world. 

Fearful the blaze of thoufand thoufand fwords 
At once uplifted, horrible the crafh 
Of fhields and helmets batter'd as they fell. 

I hear the hifling of ten thoufand Ipears 
And twice ten thoufand, and tea thoufand more 
Brandifli'd at once. I fee an iron Ihow'r 
Of polifh’d arrows Ihot into the air. 

I fee the horfemen juftle, and their helms 

O 3 At 
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At cv’ry ftroke of tlic devouring fword 
Sparkle with fire. ’Tis all a roaring fca 
Of tempeft and confufion. 

But not long 

Endur’d the conflift of that perilous day. 

God fought, and by his angel vengeance pour’d 
Upon the proud Aflyrian. Who could (land 

t 

Before Omnipotence? He turn'd and fled. 

And not one army of his num'rous friends 

Stood to fupport him, fave the cumber'd files 

Of irritated Egypt. Nobly they 

Refent the daughter of the Sudan King, 

And marching firmly, with the Perfians cope. 

Unable to withfland a foe fo ftout, 

* 

Still prefllng forward, thirfty for revenge. 

And cover’d by vaft fhields from head to foot^^ 
Perfia retreats. Yet politic in flight. 

And dill courageous, none deferts His pod, ' 
None turns his back. With faces to> their {be. 
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Still they diflribute death, and itill receive. 
Retiring ftep by ilep. Egypt purfdia 
With Heady refolution, unawares 
Drawn into danger while ihe feeks revenge. 
For now the towers rain upon her head 
Showers of Heel. The Perfian force, refcrv’d 
To roufe the timorous and cheer the faint. 
Stand with drawn fwords to hinder a retreat. 
And death is his who flinches one ilep more.. 
The battle is renew’d. The Perfians fight 
With death above, behind them, and before^ 
No choice was there, or to retreat and live. 

Or flay and periih. Ev’ry arm muft ftrive. 
Weary or ftrong, or be content to fall. 

Then had the fons of Egypt turn’d and ded, 
Tho* full of wrath and malice, but the Prince, 
Belfliazzar routed, came upon their rear. 
Slaughter began anew, and thoufands fell, 

For both were obflinate, and fix’d as rocks. 
InfufFerable uprpar 'fiird their ears, 

O4 
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For loud the voice of exhortation roar’d, 

Loud was the crj|of anguifh and defpair, 

^And loud o’er al} the claihing of their arms. 

Then was the time when Cyrus’ fcif had fall’n 
If unflipported by the hand of God. 

He charg’d with fury on the ftubborn foe. 

A bold Egyptian, trampled under foot. 

Pierc’d his brave ftecd, and threw him to the ground. 
Fearful commotion follow’d. Tow’rd the Prince, 
Eager to kill or captive, rufli’d at once 
A thoufand fierce Egyptians. To defend 
And Ihield him from their weapons, forward ran 
A thoufand vet’ran Perfians. Horrid ’twas 
To fee that bloody conteft, and the Prince 
Had furely died by the vaft ftorm o’erwhelm’d. 

But that the Angel his diftrefs forefaw. 

And threw his (hield before him. So, by Heav’n 
Invifibly protefled, ftill he liv’d, 

And all the weapons at his corfelet aim’d 
Were aim’d ip vain. A foldier from his horfe 

Leap'd 
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L-eap'd inftantly, and htld it to his Prince, 

He mounted and went on. 

Hyftafpas now 

Returning from purfuit, the foe all fled, 

■ 

Save the Egyptians, on the left advanc'd, 
Chryfantas on the right. That fearful fight 
Egypt endur'd not. Scarce could they fqpporr 
The joint aflault of Pcrfians in the front. 

And Perfians in the rearj much lefs fuftain 
On cv'ry fide an army, ftrong with horfe. 

And flufh'd with viftory. They flirink within. 
And, form'd into a globe, unite their fliields 
Above and round about, and hid from fight 
Under a roof of iron, fquat feciire. 

Cyrus beheld, and bade the herald found. 

The battle ceas’d. The Angel Iheath'd his fword. 
And w^nt away to Heav'n, thus as lie rofe 
Jn bold prophetic language, but unheard 


Of 
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Of car profane, unfolding tirfie to come. 

Shepherd of God, go on, anointed Prince, 
Perform my pleafure, and fubdue my foes. 

I, faith the Lord, have girded thee with ftrength^ 
Rais’d thee to glory, and will guide thee Hill. 

“ Yes, I will guide thee, tho’ a God unknown. 

Go up to Babylon. Her iron bars 
My arm fhall. funder, and her brazen gates • 

Burft open. Go, pour vengeance on her head. 

Fill the exhaufted quiver, mend the fliield, 

«* Make fharp the fword, and give the Ipear a point. 
“ O curled Babylon, the King of Kings 
** Mufters the hod of battle. God has op’d 
His blazing armoury, and Angels bear 
The weapons^of his anger. Lo! he comes. 
Midnight about him, clouds and rolling fmoke. 
His chariot riding on the wings of wind 
“ Heavy with wrath. His fiery lips are full 
Of grievous indignation, and his breath. 


3 


« Devouring 



PANTHEA. • 


503 


« Devouring flame, confumcs his foes before him. 
The fun is darken’d, and the moon eclips’d. 

No conftellation fhines. His mighty voice 
Roars in the wilderncfs 5 the mountains melr. 

And kingdoms perifh at the lighting down 
Of his fuiphureous arm. Who fhall efcapc ? 

The heav’ns are lhaken, and the earth removes. 
Daughter of Babylon, come down, come down, 

“ Sit in the duft, thy glory is no more. 

Tender and delicate, thy throne is lofl. 

Go to the mill, become a flave, and grind. 

” His whirlwind ihall pafs thro’ thee. “Bel (hall fall, 
Nebo and Merodach. The living God, 

“ Who laid the deep foundations of the world. 
Spread out the heav’ns, and fcatter’d them with 
ftars. 

Sends a deftruflive befom thro’ thy flrccts, 

1 

“ And makes a m.an more precious than the gem 
" Dear’as the wedge of Ophir. Haughty King, 

« The (bund of battle thunders at thy gates, 


“ Thy 
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Thy walls are compafs'd by a roaring fea, 

Wliofe waves fhall cover thee. Prepare the feaft. 
Plant watchmen in the tow’r, eat, drink, and fleep, 
“ Arife, ye princes, and anoint the fhield, 

A lion rages at the palace gate. 

“ The fword has enter’d Babylon, the fword 
‘‘ Devours her multitudes. Her drunken Lords 
" Sleep a perpetual fleep. Her gates are burft, 

“ Her river fails, and all her fprings arc dry. 

The monarch hears the fhouting of the foe. 

His hands are feeble, and his heart is faint. 

One poft returns, another is difpatch’d, 

“ And ev’ry meflenger confirms the news, 

” His heroes are deftroy’d, his city loft. 

“ Terror has freez’d the channels of his blood. 

His loins are loofen’d, and his trembling knees 

-A 

Smite one another. With a coward’s frown 
“ He looks upon the wall, demands his fword, 
CuiTes the prophet, and exhorts his friends, 

'' His arm fcarce able to fuftain his ftiield, 
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His faltVmg tongue too feeble to command. 

Ah! cruel tyrant. Hell beneath is mov'd. 

And opes her jaws immeafurably wide 
“ All hunger to receive thee. ■ Kings departed 
Lift up their heads, and welcome thy approach. 
And art thou weak as we ? Where is thy pomp, 

** And the fweet muilc of thy gorgeous court ? 

Is this the man who made the Earth afraid, . 
Shook thrones, and ruin’d kingdoms with his frown r 
Is it all come to this ? A little grave. 

Worms and a winding-fheet ? How art thou full’n ’ 
How is the hammer of the earth deflroy'd! 

“ O proud as Lucifer, the morning’s fon, 

’Twas in thy heart to fit above tlie clouds, 

“To place thy throne among the ftars of God, 

t 

“ And reign, like him who reigns alone, moft high, 
“ But thou haft fallen from the heights of Heav'n, 

“ And art gone down into the depths of Hell.” 

“ Remnant 
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Remnant of Jacob, caft away the yoke. 

Return again and feed thy flocks in peace 
On Carmel and on Baflian. Plant the vine 
On Ephraim anJ Gilead and be glad. 

** Would thou hadft heard me when my prophet fpoke. 
Thy neck was iron, and thy brow was brafs. 

I fmote thee in my anger. Thou art left 
‘‘ Few as the gather’d vine or fhaken olive, 

“ Two or three berries on thy topmoft bough, 

“ On all thy fruitful branches four or five. 

‘‘ Return again, and let me clofe thy wounds 
And give thee health. Thy city lhall be built. 

'' Again the voice of mirth fliall fill thy .ftreets. 

The bridegroom and the bride fhall dance and fing, 
‘‘ The young, and the grey-headed fhall rejoice, 

“ Thy garners fliall be fill’d with corn and wine, 

(S, 

‘‘ None fliaii be found complaining in thy ftreets, 

“ No eye fliall Ibrrcw, and no tongue lament. 


WHILE 
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While thus the Angel fpolcc, the adive Prince 
Came with his friends upon a flying deed 
Under the tow'rs. There was a tow’r half-built. 
And thither had Panthca, unobferv’d. 

Ventur’d to follow her attentive Have 

In mean difguife. He mounted the high tow’r. 

And to the Queen below gave true report 
* Of all that pad. He told her when the Prince 
Led to the right, when Artagerfas* force 
Began the furious battle to the left. 

When Abradates thunder’d in the front. 

Pale terror fat upon her rofelefs cheek, 

Anguilk poiTefs’d her, all her drengch was gone. 

Her heart beat thick, no crimfon on her lip. 


ip 
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No cryftal in her eye. Yet ftill /he flood. 

Scarce able to fopport the weight of dread 

And difmal apprehenfion-flood and heard 

With eager ear the watchful flave*s report. 

And ftill as courage came, and her weak tongue 
Found utterance, fhe bade him fix his eye 
On Abradates. Is the King alive 

What does he? Look for Abradates, look/' 

* I fi'e him,' cried the flavc, ^ he mows their ranks, 

' nis fmoking chariot-wheels are red with blood.* 

“ Great man, the Gods protcdl him. Look again/* 

* I lee him not,' replied the faithful flave, 

* ' ids uproar and confufion far and near. 

Obferve again,” fhe cried, look fleadily.” 

Is there no helmet brighter than the reft ? 

“ No purple robe, no creft of hyacinth ?*' 

i/' 

* None,' fiid the flave, ‘ I cannot mark the King 

* In any quarter of the bloody field-’ 

An arrow of defpair went thro* her heart. 

She almoft funk. Ac length fwcet hope reiurn’d. 


She 
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She raisM her eyes to Heaven in filent prayV, 

Bade him ftill watch, and looked to Hcav'n again. 
But never more was Abradates feen 
In all the toilfome conflict of that dav. 

Oft as flie bade him, and flie bade him oft, 

The flave looked out, but ever look’d in vain. 

She wept and waited, fometimes in defpair, 
Sometimes ftill hoping Abradates liv’d. 

In bitter expedaiion, worfc than death. 

Thus had Ihc flood the bloody battle thro'. 

When Cyrus with his friends approach’d the tow’r. 
The Have defcends, and with the Queen retires, 
Lift’ning to hear if aught by chance be f«iid 
Of Abradates, and his wafting feythes. 

The Prince difmounts, and marching to the tow’r, 
Afeends to look abroad and view the field, . 

If any where refiftance yet prevail’d. 

Save in the files of Egypt. Round the plain 


P 
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He threw a foldier’s eye, and faw it full j- 
Of chariots, horfemen, and unnumbered foot. 

Living and dead, purfuing and purfued. 

Mercy fubdued his heart. * My friends,* he cried, 

* The day is our’s, nor need we fpill more blood. 

^ Far as my eye can reach, the plain is fpread 

' With rout and ruin. They renounce their caufe 
^ And leave the field to us. I fee them now 

* Upon the faint horizon fcouring home 

" To their refpedive ftatcs. Let flaughter ceafe, 

* x\nd thefe who yet remain obtain our mercy, 

“ For they have nobly fought, and 1 forgive 

‘ The trampled wretch that with his cimeter 
' Pierc’d my good fteed, and threw me to the ground. 

^ Go, bid our army (heath the fword. Proclaim 
‘ Peace and proteffion to the fullen foe, 

‘ Bid them lay down their arms and make their terms. 

f Or, in the fublime and iimple language of Xenophon, xaliiot 

{jurov TO miStot IWvr, wdfujrut, a^fAxluf* flivyofluh xfetTaylur, 

I 

VCPtittUlWt’ ' 

‘ If 
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• If ftill they thirft for war, in our own caufe 
'We will engage thcnmi and give better hire 
' Than Crceflisor Belfliazzar. If for us 
' They fight as bravely as they fought to-day, 

' They fliall be rich in honors and in lands. 

' My brave companions, how fliall 1 requite you 
' For your good Icrvice' of to-day f Look round, 

' And trace in ev*fy feature of the field 
‘ Your Prince’s love. Thefc are your adls, my friends, 
^ Not mine. For cvVy hand that has conduc’d 
' To this great overthrow, deferves as much 
' As he that led you. Now methinks I mark 
' Your fev’ral routes, and fee on ev’ry fide 
' Plow much was your regard for Cyrus. Oh 
' My foul is full of wonder and delight 
' To fee the world fo rich in valour. Who 
' Shall fay mankind are grown degenerate ? 

' A more heroic day was never fought. 

' Little remains to do. Creefus is fled 
' To Sardes. Thither we will follow him, 

P 2 
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* And when the capital is won, his wealth 
^ Divide amongft us. Then to Babylon, 

‘To ftir the proud Aflyrian in his den, 

‘ And make him tremble tho’ immur’d in brafs. 

He faid, and from the towV with looks of joy 
Came down, took ev’ry warrior by the hand. 
Thank’d him and gave him joy. ‘ Are we all here ' 
' I trufl:, he cried, I have not loft a friend. 

‘ Alas, I fear—Where is our new ally, 

‘ The King, brave Abradates ? 

‘ Brave indeed, 

‘ I faw him,* faid Arafpes, ‘ when he met 
‘ With furious wheels the chariots of the foe, 

* And drove them all before him. And I faw, 

‘ When in the midft of the Egyptian files 

‘ He ftood and lafh’d his fteeds, and leem*d refolv’d 
‘ Not to return, till with his bloody feythes 
‘ He had cut out a way thro’ all their hoft. 


‘ He 
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‘ He fecni’cJ intent on nought, but to exhort 
‘ His warlike followers to deeds like his. 

' Nor was there one faint-hearted Sulian found. 

‘ The Perfians only, and I never thought 
‘ A true-born Pcrfian could be half fo bafe, 

' Forfook him in the onfet, turn’d and whip’d 
« After the flying chariots (vain excufe) 

‘ And left the Suflans by themfelves to fight 
^ All Egypt. Had they follow’d as they ought, 

' I verily believe no pow’r on Earth 
' Could have withftood them. To their ill-judg’d 
^ flight 

‘ We may attribute our feverc repulfe 
‘ And all the wounds we feel.^ Abd would to Heav’n 
This were the only lofs their cowardice 
‘ Had brought upon us, for I grieve to tell 
^ What follow’d after.* 

• . ‘ What ?* exclaim’d the P 

Warm with impatience. .Tied, 

P 3 
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^ While the Sufian King,’ 

Replied the youth, ' with roaring wheels went on, 

• ‘ And ftood in his career fo eminent, 

^ His horfes beating down the adverfe files, 

‘ His feythes devouring ev'ry foul that fell, 

' His chariot rocking as it paft with fpeed 
‘ Over the bodies of the flaughtcr'd foe, 

‘ A violent and unexpedted ihock 
" Tumbled him headlong from his chariot* What 
' Could dole the feene but death V 

At that dread word 

Loud fliriek'd Panthea, and with grief difiradled 
Ran to the field. Her voice reach’d Cyrus* car 
And pierc’d his heart. ' From whence,* he cried, * that 
^ Ihriek? 

was the awful moment, when it came 
d my foul with horror. Look about, 

Arafpes, *twas the Queen perhapsr 
I peace and comfort, and make known 

^ How 
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‘ How much regard we owe to Abradaces. 

' Bid her be cheerful and confide in Heav’n^ 

' Whofe ways we cannot always underhand. 

* All 1 can do will never half requite 

* The fervices the noble Sufian did us. 

* She (hall be free to follow her own will> 

‘ And is no more a captive. My brave friends, 

‘ As foon as Egypt has propos’d her terms, 

* We will depart, and crofs the bloody field 

* To feek the body of the flaughter’d King. 

^ Meantime go, Gobryas, and fearch our (lores, 

' And take whatever may be meet to grace 

* A King’s interment.’ 


Ere the prince had done, 
Chryfantas from the foe brought back report, 

Egypt was ready to receive the terms ^ 

Cyrus propos’d, and would fupport his arms 
With (Irsfl fidelity againfl all kings. 

Save only Croefus, ' Tis agreed,’ he cried, 

P 4 * Provided 
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* Provided they fupport our arms with zeal 

* Ag.iind BelHiazzar and our other foes, 

/ I’hey fliall not be requir’d to fight with Croefus. 
^ Convey my anfwer, and entreat them well. 

‘ Worthy companions, now let us fufpend 
‘ 'Pile fmilc of vid:ory, and mourn our lofs 
‘ Till we Iiavc rais’d o’er Abradates’ grave 
‘ A monument eiernal as the world. 

/ Let us pour out our thanks about his corpfe, 

' And with one voice applaud his noble deeds. 

‘ And though the ftill and fecictlapfe of time 
‘ Confume his body and deface his tomb, 

^ Yet in our love fliall Abradates live, 

‘ In his own worth immortal. Should his queen 
‘ Clioofe to remain with us, let her ftill live 
^ In honor as a queen. Let her receive 
‘ Attendants, plenty, and a fplendid tent, 

‘ With per fed liberty to go or ftay 
• ‘ As her own will inclines. The fun is fet, « 

‘ We muft away, and when the body’s found . 
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^ A ad we have laid it loftly in the earth, 

‘ 'I'hcn we*ll return, and our exhaiilled llrenercii 
‘ Recruit with food and reft/ 

He laid no more, 

But filently advancing, crofs’d the field 
Thro’ thouf.inds flain, warrior on warrior roll’d. 

Still in the attitudes of brave aflault 
And rcfolute defiance. Many a face 
He yet remembered, tho’ bcfmeai’d with blood, 
rwifeed with agony, and pale with death; 

And Hill as he remember’d drew a figli. 

And thank’d it kindly. Ere he reach’d the fpot 
Where Egypt ftood, and Abradates fell, 

Aralpcs met him, from the queen return’d, 

‘ Arafpes, here V he cried. * How does the queen ? 
^ Is fhc not found V 


• ‘ Alas,’ replied the youth, 

' Mine eye was never witnefs to a fccnc 
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* So truly piteous, fo dcferving grief. 

* We found hei fitting by the hero’s corpfe. 
Bedewing with her tears his bloocJlefs cheek. 

‘ Silent file was, aiul (jiiiet as the dead, 

‘ Nor had vve known it was a living foul 

* T.'hat fat fo fVatue-like with melting eyes, 

* I lad not a figh as we flood looking on 

‘ EfcapM l)er bofoin. Gobiyas advanc*d, 

‘ And, witli a voice that faltered as he fpokc, 

‘ Bade her look up, be comforted, and rife. 

‘ But fcarce had kind perfiiafion found a tongue, 

* When grief fubdued him, and the hero wept, 

‘ 'Twas noble to behold the good old man 

‘ So gen’rouQy partake another's pain; 

* And niueh I envied him a foul lb great. 

‘ After a while he feem^d again compos'd, 

* And, kneeling by the corpfe, once more began 
< I'he arduous tafle of pious confolation. 

^ He llretch'd his arm, and took the bloody hfmd 

* (}f the departed Monarch as he fpoke. 


< 'Twas 
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‘ *l‘was lever’d from the arm. The dilhial fight 

* Open’d afrefli the Iluices of his grief. 

^ Then too Panthea wept, and beat her brcall, 

^ And cried aloud. “ O cruel, cruel fate. 

And ail occafion’d by thy queen, who Jives, 

’Twas I wlio cloth’d him in this royal fuir, 

’Twas I advis’d him to advent’rous deeds, 

“ Yes, yes, ’twas I who with a murd’rer’s tongue 
Bade him be eminent.” Then on the corpfc 
‘ Weeping Ihe fell, and kifs’d its ficJcly lips, 

* Nor would be rais’d again to look upon us, 

^ I left, I know not why, a fccnc fo fad, 

‘ I would indeed have fpoken the kind words 
‘ Cyrus commanded, but my feeble tongue 
' Seem’d to forget its office, and the pow’r 
‘ Of perfcdl utterance was taken from me,’ 

' Alas!’ faid Cyrus, ‘ bitter is the cup 

* Thaufavors of afflidion and diftrefs j 

* And yet the virtuous foul is oft oblig’d 

To 
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‘ To put the naufeoiis bevYage to his Jip ; 

‘ W hile many a mean and vicious wretch fits by, 
** And in the fiinfhine of unceafing joy 

* Dreams out his idle days without a grief. 

‘ Yet think not Virtue injiii ’d and forgot, 

* If all her portion here be but to grieve 

^ And fpend her day in tears. There is a time 

* When file fliall wipe her widow dew away, 

^ And laugh and fing, and banifii grief for ever 
‘ Come, lead us to tlic ^J^ot.' 


I’ll' youth advanc'd. 

But Gobryas appioacli’d with brimful eyes. 

And eager hallc, w'liich Icem’d to intimate 
Something amifs. He faw the prince at hand, 

Stopt fiiort, and would liavc told him what was done, 
But found no voied to liicak. 

‘ How does the queen 

Queflion^d the prince in haftc, What means thy 
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' Wily arc thy checks ib pale, thy eyes fo full ? 

' Ugly diftradion fits upon thy brow 

■' And thy lips, tremble. Quick, unfold the caufe/- 


I would/ he cried, ^ my lips were feal’d forever, 
‘ I 'or they have faid misfortune was the lot 
Of Ciobryas alone. Yer there are fbme 
Who know nut jo), and yet deferve not grief. 

Who fi oin tlu* cradle to the filent grave 
Live in the midfl: of .a perpetual wreck 
Ot ih ir own happinefs. Shall I relate 
^ rhe tragic tale tliai hangs uj^on my tongue ? 

* 1 he queen by tiiis time is nc more. E*cn now, 

• Her icafon gone, and frantic with defpair, 

^She drtwv a fcc/ct dagg-r from her fide, 

^ And fheathM it in her bofom.* 


* Mighty 

It Any fair rca'l-.T has had the p;’ticncc to vadc thus far 
througr^ the labors of a fcribbling poet, let her not imagine th;:t 
Che ch ,racier of Panthca, though hitherto amiable and exed'ent 
i-> here wortiw of her imitation. It is the duly of a Chrllcian to 
look upon felf-dcftrua-on ssith the utinoft hciror and averfion. 

I'or 
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' Mighty gods r 
Exclaim'd the prince, ' why tarried we fo long ? 

^ Let us away, and if life yet remains 
* Do all we can to co’iifort and relieve her,* 

So Iiaftiiy they went, and now have reach'd 
I’he fatal fpot where Abradates fought 
And Egypt fell before him i hideous fight! 

Long lanes of death, and pafliiges of blood 
l,eading to chariots hack'd, and overturn'd, 

'rhere many a valiant Sufian was beheld, 

I’or \vc I;no\v th:it nn;o ‘v.'honijhc'vcr tiiuch is gii'en^ nf /'//// 
i'C much i cquircJ, and arc aflurcd, tliat /he fen ant <T.\:hich ktr'i 
hts Loid's -zvillf but did not eutordiug to his auillf fjidl be beau/: 

many j':<:^es. But, at tiic fame time, let it not be thong hi 
that Panthca is in her death unworthy of pity, becaufe Ihe is un- 
worcliy of imitation. Let my fair reader remember that ihe was 
no Chrillian that the kjicw not the virtue of patient fubniiiTicn to 
calamities, however great, and had no profpeft of redrefs in a life 
to coinc. Site, therefore, could not be unpardonably culpable in 
the fight of God or man. He -who knovjs noty whatever heinous 
adions he may fall into for want of the Chriftian’s knowledge, 
w ill not be punitlied like the more enlightened delinquent, but will 
wlliiout doubt be dil'milled, even from the liibunal of infinite 
J ullicc, with much mercy and fe\'j jinpes. 


Cover'd 
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Cover'd with wounds, pierc'd thro’ and thro* with 
fpears, 

His reins ftill grafping tho* his fteeds were fled. 

Or in their harnefs flaughter’d. Laft of all. 

It’s wheels half buried in the crowds they flew. 

Was feen the chariot of the Sufian king, 

Ruin immenfe behind it, and before. 

And round about. There the great hero lies, 

Clofc at his fide his ever-faithful queen. 

Her head upon his breafl, her recent wound 
Still gulhing, her cterulean eye half-clos’d. 

Death was at hand. I.ife, like the feeble flame 
Expiring on an ember’s fmoky point. 

Mounted, return'd, flewofl', and flill remain’tf. 

‘ She lives,* faid Cyrus. At the piince’s voice 
She rais'd her drooping eyelids, knew her fi icnil, 
And, with a look which gratitude convey’d. 

Not to be utter’d in a woiki of words. 


d'hank d 
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Thank'd him for all his goodnefs. A deep figh 
Went from her heart. She died. 

^ There fled her foul, 

Ar:vl with that decp-fetch'd figh/ exclaim'd tiic 
pnnee, 

‘ raiitlica's forrows ended. Would to Heav'n 
‘ We could have flielter’d from the ftroke of death 
‘ So brave a foldier, and fo true a wife. 

‘ Would one at leall liad liv’d. For who can fee 
‘ A pair lo exemplary fall at once, 

‘ Seeking one grave, united e’en in death, 

‘ And not bewail the lofs? My worthy friends, 

* riiis forrow well becomes us. And for thefc 

‘ O’er wiiom we weep, what fairer proof can rile 

* That ^'irtue led them thro’ the vale of life, 

‘ I'han this lemembrance, that their latter end 
‘ Mov’d e’en a foldier*s tears :’ 


As 
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* As long as Heav’n/ 
Rejoin’d Araipcs, * and the world endures, 

* So long fhall it be told that Cyrus wept 

* O’er Abradates* and Panthea’s grave; 

‘ And this deed only lhall extend his fame 
' Farther than all his conquefts. Godlike prince! 

* Wc had not known how well to be humane 

* Becomes a Ibldier, but for this fad lols. 

* So well indeed, and fuch its manly grace, 

* That ev’ry foldier here muft long to fill 

I 

* The mourner’s office. For myfelf, I own 

* It well becomes me to confefs my grief; 

* I lov’d Panthca, and I love her ftill. 

* I lov’d and wrong’d her, for I thought to win 
^ By fubtle courtefy that faithful heart 

* Which none but Abradates could deferve. 

^ But Ihe was firm in the defence of Virtue, 

‘ Tho’ in her w^ays io gentle, that the wind 

* Blew npt upon her, and put by her veil, 

* But B#“auty’s crimfon bliifli fuffus’d her cheek, 

^ And 
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* Aild fhe was loft in elegant diftreft. 

' Many an hour have I enjoy'd her words^ 
f Which fell in pious numbers from her lips, 

* Sweet as an oracle. Such charming founds 
f Might well attradl the ready ear of youth, 

* For they had won attention from the old, 

* And pleas’d the hard fenfation of fourfcore 

* With profitable wifdom. Never again 

* Shall the fweet mufic of that tongue be heard, 
' No more (hall Beauty’s rranfitory rofe 

‘ Still fade, ft ill flourifh on her lovely cheek, 

^ Where I have feen it, often as flie fpoke, 

* Live ev’ry moment, evVy moment die, 

* No more lhall her expreflive azure eyes, 

' Meekly attentive, raife their drooping lids, 
'And pour upon the fight of him who loves 
' The modeft fpJendor of departing day.’-- 


He faid no more, for forrow chain’d his tongue. 
And the laft mournful office was begun. 

I 


3 


Deep 
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Deep in the earth the valiant king is laid» 

His lovely queen repofes at his (ide. 

All tongues are ftill. The rays of day are gone^ 
And glimm’ring torches Ihed a (ickly light. 
While o’er the monarch, and his haplefs queen 
They fcatter odors, and a royal robe 
Spread lightly. At the hero's fide are plac'd 
}n filent pomp his helmet, (hield, and fword. 
Short paufe enfues, till Cyrus waves his hand. 
Then ’gan the burial, and light fhow’rs of earth 
Were fcatter’d o’er them, till tlie grave was fill’d. 
Full of compaflion to his tent departs 
The godlike prince, and night envelopes all. 






T H S 

ORPHAN TWINS. 

jt 

TALE. 





THE 
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’Twas on a lofty mountain's lidc 
Half up the verdant fteep, 

A gen’rous Vicar wedded, died. 

And left his fpoufc to weep. 

And dill (he weeps from hour of red* 

'Till dawn of day begins. 

Two little daughters at her bread, 

Her only infant twins. 

All day o'er thefe die hangs her head. 

Too young her grief to know, 

And while her eyes fweet (brrow Ihed 
They fmile to fee it dow. 

Q.+ 


O happieft 



232' the orphan twins, 

O happieft of all fouls that live, 
Whofe brow no forrow wears. 
Would ye might never learn to grieve, 
Nor know the caufe of tears. 

But ere five hafty fprings were paft. 
And five ftiort autumns gone, 
riie haplefs mother breath’d her laft. 
And left her twins alone. 

They faw the hearfe—they faw, but ah 
They knew not Death was come. 
And oft they a(k*d for dear Mamma, 
Oft wifh’d her ftill at home. 

Oft they purfued her thro’ the (hade, 

•K 

And oft the ihrubs among ' 

Wept, and entreated why Ihe ftaid. 
And where ihe hid (o long. 
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Ceafe, lovely twins, ye grieve in vain 
Forbear, and be not fad. 

Mamma lhall ne’er return again. 

Shun forrow and be glad. 

Nor did they long her lols deplore. 
For grief was not their foe. 

They foon remember’d her no more. 
And mirth took place of woe. 

To youth and years of love they grew 
Under a Grandam’s eye. 

None ever liv’d that lov’d more true, 

t 

None fliall more faithful die. 

One birth they had, and took one part 
For better and for worfe; 

One foul they were, one only heart. 

One fortune and one purfe. 
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Complain'd the one, the other pin*d^ 
Smird one, they both were gay; 

Scarce ever half an hour disjoin'd. 
Together night and day; 

« 

Arm within arm they trip'd the meadj 
And clomb the weary fteep. 

Arm within arm came home to read. 
And arm in arm to fleepi 

Would they had ever thus been lecn 
United heart-and hand. 

But mighty Love ftept in between. 
And fever'd friendlhip’s band. 

A wealthy youth with fecret fmile 
Has won poor Charlotte's heart. 

She begs to be excus’d awhile 
However hard to part. 


Widi 
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■With tears her (iiler’s fide (he leaves^ 
Her Heed attends the door. 

Lonely Annelia fighs and grieves. 
And pleafure knows no more. 

Silent Ihe fits the livelong day. 

Nor feeks the hill or grove. 

But weeps her difmal hours away* 
Without a friend to love; 

No more Ihe trips the flow’ry field. 
No more the woody vale. 

Her books no more amufement yield, 
For fadnefs will prevail. 

Mean-time her fifter fondly tries 
In Edward's eye to Ihine, 

And thinks not how Amelia fighs. 

In forrow left to pine. 


Edward 
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Edward with placid brow looks on. 
Approves her wifli to pleafe. 

And foon, by fweec attraftion won^ 
Rcligns his heart with eafe. 

Then all the breathing terms of love 
In warm profufion fell, 

He fwore by all the pow*rs above 
To wed, and ufe her well. 

She, freed at length frorti doubt and fear. 
Once more regards her home. 

And thinks of poor Amelia there. 

By filcnt grief o’crcomc. 

She thinks, and longs again to meet 
The partner of her youth, 

Whoifmird fo gay, and fung fo fweet. 
And lov’d with fo much tnith. 


Fly 
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FlytoAmefia, Edward, fly, 

“ Her face I long to fee. 

Tell her for her I almoft die, 

“ And bid her hafte to me.” 

She Ipake, and at her fweet command 
The youth like lightning flew. 

And now he clafps Amelia’s hand, 

Ahd'Ihe bids grief adieu, 

O lucklefs hour! how did joy’s flood 
Amelia’s charms improve! 

What mortal could have then withftood ? 

The youth was born to love, 

A trickling tear dole down his cheek. 

He kifs’d the hopclcfs maid. 

He drove, but found no tongue to Ipeak, 

And love his tale forbade. 


Where 



THE ORPHAN TWINE. 


*3* • 

** Where is my Charlotte, where ?*' fhe cried, 
**• Tell, tell me, or I die.” 

4 

" I know not,” the falfe youth replied. 

And hardly bluih’d to lie. 

r 

" Think not of Charlotte,” he began, 

“ Improper mate for thee, 

“ Woman was born to think of man, 

Amelia, think of me.” 

Day after day he urg’d his flame. 

And faith regarded not. 

Nor mention made of Charlotte’s name, 

t 

Deferred and forgot. 

His artful tongue the maid beguiles. 

His fuit he prefles dill. 

She feeks advice—the grandam fmiles, 

Ai)d anfwers, * As you will.’ 


She 
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She gives Qonfent j but firft,” ihe crie5| 
Let lovely Charlotte come, 

Reftore her to thefc longing eyes, 

" Go, Edward, bring hy home, . 

She was my only hope and care, 

" My bofom’s darling friend. 

The bridal name I will not Iharc 
“ Till flie with joy attend/^' 

O tarry not,” rejoins the youth, 

“ Delay makes love depart. 

Delay abates the lover’s truth. 

And cools the warmcft heart. 

Be wedded firll, and with a kifs 
" Thy Edward lhall away. 

And bring her home to lhar?thy blifs. 
And hail thy wedding day.” 


cc 


O no,’» 
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** O HO,” fhe faid—but grandam frown'd, 

' And bade her yield afide. 

Young Edward's hope fucccfs has crown'd. 
And faft the knot is tied, 

c 

Now hence,” fhe cries, make hafte away. 
And lovely Charlotte bring, 

" To blefs Amelia’s wedding-day, 

** And with her dance and ling.” 

His horfe was hurt—*“'twould.fureIy rain— 

The cruel youth replied, 

And piteoufly began complain 

I 

So Toon to leave his bride. 

But file no falfe excnfe would hear. 

She bade him keep his word, 

” Take chaife,” flie cried, nor tempefl fear. 
My purfe the coft afford 


The 
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The chaife is fummon'd to the door. 

The treacherous youth is gone. 

" Make hafte,** fhe cries, nor fee me more 
Till Charlotte make us one.** 

Perplex’d with doubt, and flung with fhame, 

He curfes his falfe art. 

Nor knows what new excufe to frame 
To heal poor Charlotte’s heart. 

« 

Yet not in vain Invention fought 
Some flratagem to pleafe. 

His bofom broods an artful thought 
To give Amelia cafe. 

He bids the driver change his road. 

And fcour the country round. 

Then feek again the bride’s abode, 

Aqd leave him where he found. 

R Fall 
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Faft fly the wheels. But far and near 
Report has wing’d its way, 

rris told in Charlotte’s eager car 
That Edward weds to-day, 

r 

’Tis told, Amelia flrole his heart. 

An hour may make them one. 

Away, away, with fpeed depart, 

" And claim him ere ’tis done.” 

With fpeed flie comes, but ah I too late j 
The fatal hour is paft, 

Amelia fpied her at the gate. 

And flew to ]iold her fall. 

« 

« Welcome, dear ftranger, kind and true. 
You all my thoughts employ,” 

She faid, her arms about her thrw. 

And wept abundant joy. 
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And fo their faithful hearts were tied. 

In both affeftion glow’d ^ * 

Though HijUr’d Charlotte came to chide, 
Her eye with tranfport flow’d. 

Awhile her foul no trouble knew. 

And anger harbour*d none. 

Till arm in arm they both withdrew. 

To tell their griefs alone. 

Then Charlotte’s words foon found a way 
To give fufpiclon birth, 

“ And why,” fhe pies, this fuit fo gay 
And why thefe founds of mirth ? 

Why ring thefe changes in my ear ? 

** What mean thefe looks of glee ? 

Ah me! Amelia weds, I fear, 

" And has not thought of me**/ 
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Yes,” faid Amelia, " ftill moft true, 

“ On thee my heart has dwelt. 

And all the pains that lov« e’er knew, 
” In thy long abfence felt. 

« 

" Fve long’d to meet thee night and day 
“ Unhappy left alone j 
But Edward would not come away 
“ Till wedlock made us one.” 

“ And are ye wedded ?” Charlotte faid. 

But could no farther fpeak, 

Her looks confefs’d the injur’d maid, 

* ‘ 

The rofes left her cheek. 

t 

She rofe in ao^uilh to depart. 

And feebly Ihut the door % 

For forrow (well’d her breaking heart 
That foon (hall beat no more. 
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Young Edward met her as he came. 

And pals’d adonifh’d by, 

Unufual terror fhook his frame 
When Charlotte caught his eye. 

She faw him at her look afraid, 
jShe turn’d her eyes afide. 

And nothing to upbraid him faid. 

But went away and died. 

Amelia in amazement fat, 

Sufpicion foon began. 

She feiz’d her gloves, her cloak, and hat. 

And after Charlotte ran. 

And ftay,” Ihe cried, dear Charlotte ftay,” 
But Charlotte could not hear,^ 

Faft ftie purfued, but mifs’d the way 
Nor found her far or near. 
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She (ought her long, (he wept, and call’d. 

Her cheek with ardor burn’d. 

Young Edward met her guilt-appal’d. 

From Charlotte juft return'd. 

t 

“ Where is my Charlotte,” cried the maid, 

^ Why is not Charlotte come ?” 

Be patient,” falt’ring Edward faid, 

“ She’s abfent far from home. 

I long'd to fee the fair one here. 

To grace our wedding feaft, 

** But (he is gOne the Lord knows wher^ 

** A hundred miles at leaft.” 

Falfe youth,”^ (he cried, O double tongue. 
That dares again deceive, 

** Come in, and hide not Chvlotte's vfrong, 
To make Amelia grieve. 


" Sit 


I 



THB OftPHAN TWINS. 


Sit down^ and fwear by Hcav’n above 
Not to deceive me now. 

Didft thou not win my Charlotte’s love, 

** And ibon to wed her vow 

« 

I fwear,” the trembling youth replied. 

But could not anfwer no. 

For confcience fmote him. Hence,” fhe crir 
V Go, falfe diflemblcr, go. 

Away, and to my Charlotte fly.” 

She open’d wide the door. 

Let Charlotte’s mouth the wrong deny. 

Or never me more.” 

Sullen and pale the roof he Jeft^ 

And full of fliame is gone. 

The wretched bride, of peace bereft^ 

Sits down to feed alone. 
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But all the board untafled ftood. 

All Ihcw of tranlport ceas’d 5 
was hpr only food. 

And anguifli all her feaft, 

« 

Three days clapfe, and none can tell 
Why injur’d Charlotte ftays. 

Till now the folennn tolling bell 
The fecrct half betrays. 

Amelia heard, her heart milgavc. 
Her tears forgot to flow. 

She rofe to afk for whom the grave. 
And who was gone from woe. 

The path which to the fteeple led, 

* 

Difguis’d and all forlorn, 

> 

She fought, and faw the happy dead 
To chuich before her borne. 
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In hopes fome aged dame to meet 
Some cottage-friend to find. 

With flow and undetermin’d feet 
She loiter’d far behind* 

One aged dame flie met alone, 

A dame of feeble fight. 

And humbly queftion’d her, unknown, 

For whom the grave to-night. 

For one of better hopes than thee, ‘ 

A maid of truth,” (he cried. 

Who breath’d her laft beneath yon tree, 

” And for her true-lov«\iied.” 

" What was her name ?’* " Poor haplefs child,” 

The dame again begins. 

The beft of two, both good and mild. 

The Vicar’s Orphan Twins.”. 


Ah! 
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** Ah I was it Charl6tte ?” " Yes,” fhe faid. 

Amelia afk'd no more. 

But forward went with downcaft head. 

And wept for anguifli fore. 

Under the footfteps of a ftile. 

That to the church-door led. 

She fdt to figh and weep a while. 

And lean’d her weary head. 

At length the furplic’d prieft appears. 

The corpie has left the aille. 

Young Edward follows bath’d in tears. 

His falie love to bewail.* 

How was thy eye, Amelia, griev’d. 

When now it faw the truth^ 

How didft thou pity her dfeceiv’d. 

And how accufe the youth ! 


3 


How 
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How did thy heart within thee 
^ To hear, devout pnd flow, " / 

A voice pronounce t^t ^n is born 
** To live and die in wcle. 


* 5 * 


He cometh up for little time, 

A fliort-liv*d fummer flower, 

" Cut down and wither’d in his prune, 
** The glory of an hour.” 

Slow (he approach’d the filent crowd|. 
Bade grief a while retteat. 
Endeavour’d not to weep aloud. 

And flood at Charlotte’s feet. 

And now the corpfe is ready nnade. 
The i^ton fleps between, 

Poor Charlotte mufl ii^ vtk be laid. 
And never more be leen. 


She 
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She ftrove, but 


Coi\: 


not longer hide 


The potent flood oJWr,icf. 

Young Edward faw, anoyknew his bride. 
And flew to give relief^ 1 


Kindly (he prefs’d his offer'd hand 
And all his wrongs forgave. 

But could not longer grief withfland. 
She funk at Charlotte's grave. 


Her heart was bjurft, her cheek was pale 5 

He much to fave her tried, * 

' » 

'But nought could allthis art avail^ 

She clos'd her eyes, and died. 

* 

So ceas’d the*t>urial, day was gone. 

. The grave is wider made. 

To-morrow both are brought as one. 

And in the cold earth laid. 


And 
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And now . ucgms to rave. 

His rcafon fcarce remains. 

The hour that clos'd their only grave, 
Devoted him to chains. 


Thi S tale a tender mother told her child. 

As both together on a fummer’s eve • . 

Sat in the lhade at work. And thus," Ihe cried, 
Man has abundant troubles, fome deftrv’d. 
Some little merited. But full of pain. 

As life in all its feafons may appear, 

'Tis to ourfelves, my child, we chiefly owe 
The multitude of ^poignant griefs we feel. 

‘‘ As in my tale, affliftions oft proceed 


From 
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From f^l^ehood and diinw*—^ 

From hade and want of prudence in ourlelvei. 
Be Lucy wife, and from another*3 pain 


Learn her own duty to engage with care. 

** Regard the voice of caution, and be happy.*' 


F I N 1 
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